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PREFACE. 

I HAVE written a book, giving an account of the im» 
priflonment of Alanson Work, James E. Burr and George 
Thompson, in which are a few extracts from the contents 
of this work ; but I am advised to send forth to the public 
the whole of my prison poems. With the belief that 
many of them will be read with interest, and with the 
hope they may do good, by stirring up to more faithful- 
ness some slothful Christian — by encouraging the faith-* 
ful — ^by confirming the wavering — cheering the disconso^ 
late — binding up the broken-hearted, and by inducing 
the reader to " seek first the kingdom of God and its 
righteousness," I have concluded to prepare them for 
publication. 

That there will be found in them any sublimity of 
thought — any beauty of expression — any peculiarly strik- 
ing ideas — or that any poetic genius is manifested, I do 
not pretend. But that they exhibit the heart of a pris- 
oner — ^the feelings of one suffering very unjustly, and the 
power of Religion to cheer, and support, and fill with 
" joy unspeakable," its possessor, in the most afilictive and 
trying circumstances on earth, I do pretend. 

They were composed, at various times, during a space 
of nearly five years, while pursuing my daily toils witldli 
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IV. PREFACE. 

the confines of the slaveholders' prison. Perhaps they 
will give the reader a more distinct view of my inward 
80td, amid my trials and suflcrings, than the book pre- 
viously mentioned, as they are my private meditations. 

I arranged them in the form of poetry for the amuse- 
ment, improvement and profit of myself, as also for the 
profit of others who might read them. It was my prac- 
tice to sing everything as I composed it, for two reasons — 
first, that I might the more readily commit the verses to 
memory — second, to be sure they were measured and 
accented properly. And the singing of some of the 
pieces, while at my work, when tempted, tried, disconso- 
late or joyful, has been a source (^ great comfort to my 
souL 

That they may prove as great a blessing to the reader, 
as did their composition to the suffering prisoner, is the de- 
sire of the Author, George Thompson. 
Oberlvn, Dec, 15, 1847. 



NoTS. — The arrangement will bo the order in which they 
were composed. 
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WHY IN PISON? 

In the month of July, 1841, 1 was thrust into Pahnyra jaU, 
where I remained seventy-nine days. While there, a sister im 
Christ asked me the question, ** Why are you in that prison.?** 
which drew forth the following: 

** Iw prison 1 ah, why is this, my brother dear ? 
I was amazed and shocked, such news to hear. 
What hast thou done ? — thy Saviour disobeyed, 
That thovi art thus in chains and prison laid T* 

Hark, sister, while to thee the cause I teH, 
Why I was bound, and why now in 4te cell ; * 

Why witnesses, who 're false, are 'gainst me swon, 
And cruel men with rage and maHoe bum : — 

A man by thieres was met upon his way, 
Robbed, bruised and welt'ring in his gore he lay; 
Sad, sad, indeed, the state this man was in, 
No one to help or take him to an inn. 

A Levite passing where the sufferer lay, 
Stopped not to pity — ^hastened on his way. 
A Priest along the same way chanced to go, 
He looked, but left the suflfever to his woe. 





6 POEMS ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 

At length one came Tvho on him looked and feJX^ 
Poured oil and wine, as by his side he knelt ; 
On his own beast he placed the man, relieved, 
Conveyed him to an inn, nor pay received. 

'* 6ro, d© iliou likemse" saith my glorious King, 
" Relieve the poor, and out of trouble bring ; 
Where'er thou find him, lend a helping hand. 
And aid him on his way to Freedom's land !" 

In deep distress a poor man thus I found, 

Ai)d offered freely to bind up his wound ; 

The Priest and Levite scorned and passed him by ; 

The neighbors heeded not his mournful cry. 

Knocked down and robbed of all, he long had lain, 
. By cruel men oppressed and almost slain ; 
With torturing stripes his back was deeply gashed, 
Which oft, through spite and malice, had been laahed. 

Thus, groaning, welfring and despised by man, 
. I heard him loudly call, " Help if you can ; 
To be delivered from thb state I long. 
And placed where I may sing sweet Freedom's song." 

I listened, while he told his tale of grief. 
And longed to find some way for his relief; 
My heart with tender sympathy was moved. 
And my poor neighbor as myself I loved, 

I tried to comfort him, and poured in oil ; 
I told him of Victoria's happy soil. 
« I'd like to go" said he, " but here I 'm bound, 
HI I reach that distant, happy ground 2** 
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" r 11 gladly help you, neighbor, on your way ; 
We '11 carry you by night and hide by day.** 
** O ! this is good ! *t is good! 't is good !** he cried, 
' " I '11 go with you and with you safely ride." 

While thus engaged a dreadM voice I heard. 
Which threatened death, if from the place I stirred I 
Amazed was I — my hands were quickly tied. 
While hardened robbers stood on either side ! 

Followed by fiendish spirits, black and white, 
With hellish rage they vented out their spite ; 
While hundreds round us rushed to gaze and rail, 
They thrust and locked me fast within this jail ! 

Such, sister, is the cause why I am here — 
Such why my voice you can no longer hear. 
Did I, in this, do torongf or sin commit, 
Because I wished this man to benefit ? 

My blessed Saviour did I disobey. 

When from this man I crossed not o^er the way ? 

Because I tried the sufferer to relieve, 

Did I, by doing this, the Spirit grieve ? 

Ah, no ! the dove is still within my breast. 
And 'midst the raging tempest gives me rest ; 
The Saviour smiles, and all within is peace ; 
The storm and tumult He will cause to cease. 

^* Fear not," He says to me ; '^ keep courage good, 
I will be with thee through the fire and flood ; 
You shall not want — 111 be to you a Mend, 
And all thaf s needful I will surely send." 
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Blest Sayiour, in Thy word I will confide. 
And 'neath the shadow of Thy wing abide. 
Now let the tempests howl and hell engage, 
Secure and safe am I from aU their rage. 

Come life or deadi-— «ome sorrow, ease, or pain — 
In ESm 1 11 trust and glory in His name. 
" AU things shall work together for the best," 
And soon 1 11 with my glorious Jesus rest 



MY BIBLE. 

I had, in jail, mj third volame of the Comprehensiye Cknn- 
mentary, on a blank leaf of which I wrote : 

Dear Bible, I love thee — O yes that I do ; 
Thy words yield me comfort and happiness true ; 
They check aU my doubts — ^yea, they quell all my fears, 
In eyery condition &proimae appears. 

** The Lord is my shepherd,** no want shall I know, 
I lie in green pastures where still waters flow; 
^ The Lord is my light, my salvation and song. 
The strength of my life," who can then do me wrong ? 

" The Lord is my Fortress, Deliverer and Rock," 
Let arrows fly thickly and enemies mock ; 
" My Horn of Salvation, my Shield and my Tower," 
1 11 tnift to Wb wisdom, His love and his power. 
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•* My Strong Habitation," to which I retire 
For safety from foes who against me conspire ; 
" My Redeemer " who suffered to save me from sin ; 
" My Capt^dn," and with him the day I shall win. 

" The Lord is my Father, my Surety and King,** 
Through every affliction and trouble He 11 bring; 
His angels around me encamp to defend, 
And all needed help He will certainly send. 

" Emanuel" is with me — whom then shall I fear ? 
To aU who call on Him He ever is near ; 
" He 11 strengthen me, help me and caus« me to stand, 
Upheld by His faithful, omnipotent hand." 

If troubles draw near them. His servants Hell hide, 
" His Pavilion" is strong, where they safely abide ; 
Though earth be removed and the mountains depart, 
He stiU will protect them and strengthen their heart 

" The Lord is my Portion, my Shield and my Sun," 
With grace and bright glory He '11 crown me when done ; 
" JVb good,^' here on earth will He ever withhold 
From sheep of His pasture, the lambs of His fold. 

The weakly and sickly He *11 take in his arms, 
To feed and protect them from all that alarms ; 
Their strength Ho 11 renew and will teach them to go 
Where waters of life do abundantly flow. 

Should dangers arise and dark clouds gather round ; 
Should friends all forsake and no helper be found ; 
Should vile men reproach me, blaspheme and menace; 
Should death, in forms frightful, e'en stare in my face — 
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" Fear not," says my Saviour, " Pm Tvith thee to bless, 
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress ; 
Ihzr not, I am with thee, O, be not dismayed. 
For I am thy God and will still give thee aid. 

" When through fiery trials I call the to go, 
No evil shall touch thee, I wish thee to know ; 
The flame shall not hurt thee — ^I only design 
Thy dross to consume and thy gold to refine. 

" Forget thee, I will not, I cannot forget — 
The palms of my hands do Thy image reflect ; 
Lest any should hurt thee, I '11 watch day and night — 
Thy peace shall be perfect and great thy delight." 

" The Lord is my Keeper" — He slumbers nor sleeps — 
" The Lord shall preserve me " — my spirit he keeps — 
With joy I commit me to His faithful care, 
Come life or come death. His rich glory I'll share. 

Farewell, then, vain world, your allurements and toysy 
Heave and despise you, for heavenly joys ; 
Your riches and pleasures to me have no charms^ 
For shoisdy I '11 dwell in Emanuel's arms* 



WAITING ON GOD. 



" my soul, wait thou only upon God, for my expectation U 
ftom him.'* 

O wait on the Lord, the Redeemer and King, 
In every condition his ptomises sing ; 
" They *11 not be ashamed who do wait npon Me, 
Their Shield, and Reward, and their Glory I'll be.** 

O wait on the Lord, ^^ when sore trials distress, 
'T is but to refine you and make you more blest ; 
When in the hot furnace the Lord doth us choose, 
Instead of His wrath, His great rmrcy it proves." 

O wait on the Lord, and thus " glorify Him 

In fires and troubles through which He shall bring ;** 

" He sits as Refiner of silver," to see 

When Jesus's image shines clearly in thee. 

O wait on the Lord, for " He knoweth your frame,'' 
*' Afflicteth in measure," and comforts the same \ 
" He feels as & father, and pities your state," 
But wants you subdued, and on Him learn to wait 

O wait on the Lord, His commandments to know, 
" Ai rivers, your peace shall unceasingly flow ;" 
" Your righteousness roll like the waves of the sea, 
And far from oppression and fear you shall be." 
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O wait on the Lord, " He '11 be ever your Guide," 
"In famine, 'mid plenty, you safe shall abide ;" 
** Your soul, like a well-watered garden's supply," 
** And pure springing fountains that never run dry." 

O wait on the Lord, and " be careful for naught, 
For all things give praises to Jesus who bought ; 
To Him make your prayer and unspeakable peace, 
Shall keep both your heart and your mind through His 
grace." 

O wait on the Lord, yes, " continually wait," 
" AH need He'll supply, as his riches are great ;" 
Thou^ " thorns" he should give you from pride to keep 

free, 
My grace," says your King, " is sufficient for thee." 

O wait on the Lord, for such only are blest, 
" TMid war and commotion in quiet you 'U rest ;" 
** As trees by the waters, you never shall droop. 
Your leaf shall be green, and unfailing your fruit" 

O wait on the Lord, though your 're feeble and faint, 
" He '11 give to you power" becoming a saint ; 
Wh^n weak in yourself and no might seem to have. 
Then strengtli unto strength He most surely will give. 
Penitentiary, Aprfl 11, 1842. 



NoTB. — All the remaining pieces, as also the one previous, are 
Penitentiaiy meditations. Some were composed while stan^ng 
at my lathe, some in my room, some at the carpenter^s and tome 
at the wagon-maker's bench, some at my meals, some on my 
bed at nij^t, &o., &c. 



MY CELL, No. 1. 

I 've often heard of prison cells, 

And dreary things supposed they were — 
Where gloom and darkness only dwells, 

To fill the prisoner with despair. 

And such they are, to carnal hearts, 
Who have no Saviour and no God ; 

The day rolls slow, the night departs. 
And leaves them still a drear abode. 

But glory to th' eternal King, 
Who brought me to this little cell ; 

Sweet pleasure, here, I find can spring. 
For here my Grod delights to dwell. 

A hallowed, consecrated place — 

A bethel is my little cell ; 
The heavenly Dove descends with grace. 

And blessings more than tongue can tell. 

The Father and the Son come down, 
And with me make their blest abode ; 

Not all the honors of a crown 
Equal the presence of my God. 

He sups with me and I with Him, 
He feasts my soul with heavenly love ; 
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And while I eat my food, so plain, 
He pours the manna from above. 

Not king nor prince finds such delight, 
With all his daily, sumptuous fare, 

As I, within my cell at night, 
When breathing out my humble prayer. 

These iron doors and bricken walls 
Do fail to keep my Saviour out ; 

He comes and listens to my calls — 
Says, " Peace to thee, my child, fear not" 

In peace I lay me down to rest, 
While angels hover o'er my head ; 

And while with welcome slumbers blest, 
They keep their stations round my bed. 

When morning gilds the Eastern sky, 

I early rise to sing and pray ; 
My Saviour still I find is nigh, 

Who never leaves me, night or day. 

Let monarchs have their wide domain, 
And men of state in mansions dwell ; 

Let worldlings shining dust obtain, 
But give me Jtsua and my ceU. 



DEATH OF ELLEN WORK. 

She was about three years old, and died soon after we went 
to the Penitentiary. Grief and mourning for her father are sup 
posed to have occasioned her death. 

Ellen, where art thou, my dear ? 

I thy form no longer see ; 
Now thy voice I cannot hear ; 

Say, my child, where canst thou be ? 

Mother ! see, on Jesus' breast ! 

In my Saviour's arms, who died ; 
Nothing now can me molest, 

Yqt He keeps me near His side. 

Ellen, why so soon removed ? 

Was not I a mother kind ? 
Have I not thy sorrows soothed ? 

COTflfort sought for thee to find ? 

Mother ! you were kind to me. 

And your voice I loved to hear ; 
With you always loved to be. 

All your lonely hotirs to cheer. 

Had you not a father dear ? 

Loved he not your fond embrace ? 
Loved he not to wipe the tear 

Trickling down your tender face ? 



16 P0EM3 ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 

Yes, my mother, but in chains — 
He could not come home at all ; 

He could not relieve my pains — 
Could not answer to my calL 

Ellen, why for this depart ? 

Why not stay and cheer me still ? 
Stay and soothe my aching heart ? 

Was not this thy Saviour's will ? 

Mother ! Jesus saw 't was best 
To remove me to this place ; 

In his will, O let us rest ; 

Trust Him for all needed grace. 

Ellen, sing your Maker's praise, 
With the saints around the throne ; 

Tune your sweet and heavenly lays 
To the Father, Spirit, Son. 

Mother ! can 't you come to me ? 

Better place than earth is this ; 
O what beauties here you *11 see, 

Dwell in everlasting bliss. 

Ellen, wait till Jesus speaks, 

Saying to your mother, " come ;" 

Then with you I *11 walk the streets 
Of the New Jerusalem. 

Mother, will my father come ? 

Brothers dear and sister, too ? 
Ellen, yes, we '11 come as onCy 

And forever dwell with you ! 



DEATH Ot REBECCA CONRAD. 



She was a yowig lady, who was stadyxog at MMob Ibi titiittt, 
for a Mssaionary. 

** When I cBe, let there be shoutf ng * ' 

Said our sister to those round ; 
Yes, belovM, banish doubtingi 

Let no saddening tear be found. 
J07 and gladness 

Should in every heart abound. 

Shout ! ye saints, she 's now in glory, 
With the randsomed throng above ; 

Angds, listen to her story 
Of a Saviour's naatchless love. 

Blessed station I 
She, from thence, will ne*er remove. 

Shout I with harp of gold she 's an^ng 

To EmaBuePs glorious praise ; 
Hark ! the arch o£ heaven is ringing 

With her sweet, melodious la^i.. 
Sweet employment ! 

It shall last through exidless days. 

Shout ! in robes 0^ white she ^s walking 
Through the golden streets on high \ 
See her with the angels talkingi 
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And to saints around reply. 

How they wonder I 
Gladness beams in every eye. 

^boiii! IprevQr free from sighing, 
She no sorrow now will know ; 

No more sickness, pain or crying — 
These, in heavenly soil, can t grow. 

Joy and glory, 
Christ doth on His saints bestow. . 

ShoiU ! there is no cause for sadness, 
'T is our Father*s hand and kind ; 

While all heaven is fldl of gladness, 
Say, O say, shall we repine ? 

O I give glory, 
That she dwells in healthier clime. 



DEATH OF GEORGE THOMPSON. 



JBm was a brother's son, about one year old. 

Dear son, the darling of my breast, 
How quickly art thou taken home ; 

I scarce am with thy presence blest. 
E'er Jesus takes thee to His throne. 

But yet 1 11 mtxrmur nor repine. 
The will <tf God 18 alwayv best ; 
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My will to His I do resign, 

And in the blest assurance rest. 

With one of old I '11 ever say, 

(For which is spread abroad his fame,) 

*^ The Lord did give and take away, 
And blessed be his holy name." 

And so like IsraelV ancient king — 

I *m satisfied with God's decree. 
For shortly " I shall go to him. 

But he shall not return to me." 

Then rest, my child, in Jesus' arms, 

Secure from all that can molest ; 
Forever free from all alarms. 

And with His glorious presence blest 

Thou never now will hunger more, 
No pain nor sickness there will know ; 

These bitter fruits, on Canaan's shore. 
Can find no soil in which to grow. 

With saints and anci^els thou dost dwell. 
And though oa earth thou couldst not speak, 

Yet now thy tongue is loosed, to swell 
The heavenly Aotes which are so sweet 

Sing (Ml, my child, thy Maker's praise. 

Louder and louder tune thy harp ; 
And when are past a few more days, 

I 'U join with you no more ta part 



DEATH OF LOUISA CARTES. 

She was a scholar in the Sabbath School of whklk I wtm Sopep- 
intendent, when I left for the Penitentiary; . .. 

A rose just beginning to bloom, 

And putting forth colors most bright, 
By Death's icy hand is cut down, 

And taken aw^y from our sight 
Removed from this cold earthly clod. 

So pooriy adapted to flowers — 
Transplanted in gardens of God, 

'Mid Eden'9 refreshing, West bowers. 

By parents 't was nurtured with caj^e — 

They watched it by night and by dM^\ 
The teacher did water with prayer 

The plant so delightful and giiy ; 
Bat soon did it wither and droop — 

Their care could no longer preserve ; 
The Lord of the Vineyard did stoop 

This plant for Himself to reserve. 

And now, in the regions on high, 
'T will flourish and blossom and grow — 

It never can wither or die — 

And no chilling winds will it know. 

The Lord <^ the Vineyard dwells there, 
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And wsters die phints of HBs clu»ce ; 
O, His 18 a Kfe-pivbig eare, 
That makes all aloand Him rejoice. 

Be faithful, thou teacher of L., 

To all who 're committed to thee ; 
F^pare them with Jesus to dwell — 

Instruct th^n from all sin to flee. 
Be jojfbl, je parents, and sii^, 

" Be done, righteous Father, Thy will ; 
Beseend, holy Spirit, and bring 

Sweet balm frfxai th* heayenly hilL" 



CRUCIFIED WITH CHEISTr 

Be dead, my lieart, to earthly joys, 

To worldly pomp and pride ; 
To all trarestrial, fleeting toys. 
And 1^ that heavenly peace destroys — 

" With Christ I *m crucified.*^ 

Be dead, my liopes, fl)r life to gatn^ 

Behind the law to hide ; 
My selfish works are all in vain — 
The law is Ircktn, and I 'm i^n — 

" With Christ I'm crucified.* 

'' But still I liTe--«nd yet not I, 
'T is Christ the Loed vfho died— 
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He lives in me,** and with Hit eye 
Guides me to worlds beycmd tlie iky-^ 
" With Christ I 'm crucified." 



« I live by faith, the life I live," 

In Jesus' crimson side. 
Who loved me, and Hw life did ^ve 
That I salvation might receive — 

« With Christ I 'm cracified." 



BIRTH-DAY REFLECTION. 

And now I've numbered twenty-five, 

And up to manhood grown : 
Anew to God, my life I give. 
For Him, and His dear cause, to live, 

And keep in view my Home. 

My days of vanity are past, 

My years of childhood o'er : , ^.r 

The joys that but a moment last, — 
Hie phantoms that elude the gnasj^ 

Shall fill my soul no more. 

Much of my time has run to waste, — 

In childish ways been spent : 
But since of Heaven, Pve had a taste, 
To do my Master's will, PU haste, — 

For which I here am sntt 
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TUuB day, I swear aU^g^ance new^ 

1\> Jestn Clirist,, mj King ; 
Mj powers eomlnne His will to do, 
In all Wa footsteps to pursue, 

And of His glory sing. 

Come, Lord, take full possession now, 
For lliou hast set me free ; " 

My will to Thine doth sweetly bow, - - *. 

No rival in my heart allow, 
To Thee, King Jesus, Thee. 

The past has been eventful year, 
- En^lofed in prison walls; ' ' ►>* 

Excluded fr<»n my friends so dear — 
Barred from ihe house of God so near-^ 
And yet He hears my oalls. ■ i 

On every side have gathered fea» . ■ i 

And dangers thick around ; 
For me have fallen many tears. 
And on me many poured their sneers, 

And yet my joys abound. > . ■ : 

■/ , 
The Lord has been my strengUi and ttufy 

The souxoe of my delight ; 
He drove my doubts and leazi away, . > .' 
Turned all my darkness into day,' 

And filled my soul with Ggfat 

In him I hope, on him I wait, ' 

According to his word ; 
ISs help Holl^ gjre in evaiy ifaraii, 
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And ncrer, never me ibntfJce, 
For thus hath said ^e Lord. 

My Saviour's will is truly nane, ; 

In which I sweetly rest ; 
My all I cheerfully resign, 
Nor ever shall my soul repine*- 
The will (^ Heaven is best 
AvovsT U, 1842. '- ^ 



THE SECOND COMING OOF qHBIgT- 



Hark ! what is this that strikes my «ar T 
The shouts of victory I hear 

Proceeding from the sky ; 
One voice above the o^henaonnds, 
And reaches earth's remotest boonda, 

As quick as li^itmngs fly. 

I see them with a vigioa ele«»-^ 
The mighty host is drawing near — 

The ai^eb of the liord ; 
lliere numbers, thoasanda malti]^ed, 
Extraiding fiur on every nde; 

The Arch-Angd gives the word. 

But oh ! behold my Saviour there, 
Sonounded by tfa^nin til» air— 

A cloud His chariot is ; 
He comes to hnttk tiM ban ef destb, : 
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And bear His ransomed children safe 
To everlasting bliss. 

And now I hear the trmnpet sound ! 

^* Awake, ye nations under ground^ ^ 

Death's iron fetters burst 1" 
O, what a sight I with bodies new 
The shining saints appear in view — 

" The dead in Christ rise first" 

With them we 're caught into the air, 
And rise so quick, without compare, 

To meet our glorious King ; 
Close seated by our Saviour's aide, 
With him upon the clouds we ride. 

And alleluiahs sing. 

" So with the Lord we '11 ever be," 
From sin and death forever &ee, 

Seeure from every foe ; 
With saints and angels we unite. 
And shine in robes of spotless white ; 

Farewell vain world below. 



VICTORY, AND ITS REWARD. 

Surrounded by a crazy world, 
With all its vanities unfurled, 
Which flatter and benumb; 
Ten thousand baits, — ten thousand lies, 

2 
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To tempt me ne'er from earth to riaey** 
How shall I overcome f 

The flesh, with all it» vaiii desire*--, 
FHde, envy, hate, and passioa's fires. 

And erery temper wrong : 
Fear, low affections, hateful lust, 
Vain thoughts, and grovelling in the dostir- 

O ! can I overcome ? 

And can I conquer Satan, too^ 
Yea, all his legion-hosts subdue. 

And tread the Tempter down ? 
His cnnniBg, and his fraud, resist, 
While flesh, and all the world asnst ? 

Through Christ, FU overcome. 

Myself I yield to Hi» control, 

To rule my heart, and fill my soul, — 

I trust in Him alone. 
By faith, I see the bright reward, — 
Believe His never failing word, 

To those who overcome, 

Tke " Tree of Life," they shall partake, 
Which grows in Paradise, in state. 

And yields a rich supply. 
No flaming sword to guard it there, — 
** Come, every conqueror, and share^ — 

Gome eat, and never die." 

*^The second dea<ih" shall have no p»wer 
0*er coneperors, in the trying hour,; — 
Securely they shall rest; 
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Though friends and ndghbon abk to hell, 
Iliey ihall with Christ in f^ory dwell, 
And be forerer Meat 

*^ The hidden manna," the^r shall eat, 
And praise their King fbr food so sweet, 

Who a <* white stcme" shall gjve: 
A '^name thafs new is in the stone, 
And which is known to odiers none, 

B«t he who doth recehre." 

To oonqneron, a '* power He*ll give, 
O'er all the nations that do Hre, 

To rale them with a rod:" 
And more than this, much more, hy ftr, — 
Hell ^Yo to them the '' Morning Star," 

That lights the throne of God. 

** White, spotless robes," the "Victors wear, — 
In ^ Bock of Life," their names slune fidr. 

Which Christ will ne'er erase. 
^BefiMrethe Angels of oar God, 
Be will confess their names aloud. 

And 'ibre Hb Faihei^s £k^" 

Firm « Pillars," they shall ne'er remove 
Fran God's great temple, built above,-** 

IBBs name shall be on them : 
There shall be written on the same. 
Their Lord and King, the Lamb's **n«w name,** 

And '<New JerusaleoL" 

Bui hark ! <« To those who wercomef 
m give to mX vpoa Mj Ihrcme, 
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An^ be joint-belxi with Me ; 
As I with Father, sit on His, 
So tiiey shall reign with Me in blissi 

And all My glory see.'' 

** A kingdcRn," each shall then receiveyrrr 
«* A crown of life," their Lord shall give. 

And they shall judge the worid; 
Welcome each other, face to face- 
Pass sentence on the wicked race, 

Who down to hell are hurled. 

They, thousand times ten thousand fold, 
Shall each possess a harp of gold, 

To praise their glorious King : 
No tears — ^no groans — ^no mournful lay — 
No pun, through an eternal day, 

While they with seraphs sing. 

Is this the prbc of victory ? 
Then, O my soul, encouraged be, 

To run the Christian race : 
Forget the past, and look before — 
Behold the prize on Canaan's shore — 

Press on with quickening pace. 

O ! what are all tJiy trials here — 
Imprisonment year after year, 

While friends and kindred frown ? 
^Tby fufifeckig days will soon be pafit> 
And thou, a conquerer at last. 

Ascend to take thy crown. 

Come, come, cheer v^ to Jeiw look, 
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Who thjr sftlvalaon tindertoc^c, ' "■'' 

And for it shed his bldod ; 
Through this thou 'It conqd^t an atid ^ealiF-> 
Shout " Ftdory / ^ with thy^ hitest breadi, 

And rise to dwell with Grod. ' 



WALKING WITH G(Xp.,\ 

How brief a history of man, ' • * 

WhD walked this earthly clod I 
Let human wisdom join to plan,-r— 
This more contains than Tolnmes can, , 
"Aifi> Enoch walked with CrOi>.' 

The wicked, ronnd, did moek, deridley 
And chaise with being ^^odd:^ 

Said all they could to turn aside, — . 

That " in his ways he took a pride,"—. 
But— "Euoch walked with God,** ^ 

So steady did he fix his eyes ' 

Upon his blest abode, — 
And earthly ranities despise, — 
God took him home up through the skies. 

For—" Enoch walked with G(xl> , 

O ! Christian, wool 1 yon ha;>py be. 

And live on Angels' food ? 
From sin*s dominion now be free. 
And Jesus Christ, in ^ory see ? 

Come, then, and "walk with God." 
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Would 70a be kept in perfect peAOdi 

Throi^li all yoar earthly road ?— 

In lieaTonly knowledge still increase^ 

Wtdi Angels sing, and never cease ? . 

Come, then, and '< walk with God." 

Would yon behind a record leave, 

Like one before the flood ? 
Then Jesns* promises heUtvef — 
His Ml salvation now receivtf — 
Come, Christian, '^walkwith God." 

Benoonoe the world, with all its show, 

Though many call you odd : 
Come, in the Saviour's footsteps go, 
And let the world around you know 
That you wiU "< walk with God." 

If wealth you seek, that quickly flees 

Before Jehovah^s nod: 
Or worldly fiune, or sensual ease. 
Or strive a trifling world to please, — 

You cannot << walk with God." 

But consecrate your lifo to Him, 
Who gave his precious Uood : 
Banonnce yourself^ and every sin. 
And daily press the prize to win, — 
01 Christian, "< walk with God.'' 



THE UNSEEN HAND. 

A hand unseen, tiiere is, I know, 
From wbence my many blestingB flow,- 

A hand that^s wbe and good : 
It loads my talAe when Fm out, 
And finom tlus iumd, Pye not a dottU, 

Comes all my daily food. 

It guards me in the darkest hour, 
From all the ills that would devour, — 

Securely makes me vest, 
While others, filled with imxious ^Mir, 
Lest some destruction should be near. 

Or death should them arrest 

It guides my steps through all ihe day, 
And if so be I go astray, 

It gently leads me back ;— 
Preserves me, gcnng out and in, 
From foes without, and foes withi%^ 

JVh go%d it lets me lack/ 

At home, abroad, on sea, or laad, 
I am protected by this hand, 

Which every want supplies : 
From none, assistance it withhoMs, 
Who earnest seek, with upright souls,' 

And on its aid relics. 
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Through many dangers I have eome^ 
Since I my pilgrimage begun, 

And left my native land : 
But in the time of greatest foar, 
I found a great Deliverer near, — 

This gracious, unseen hand. 

Whatever, then, may yet hvM, — 
Though threat'ning dangers should appal, 

And Hell my way wiihstand,-^ 
la Prison, free, 'mong foes, or friends, 
Joyful, ril take whate'er it sends, 

And trust the unseen hand. 

O I Christian, trust, nor be afraid^ 
Just keep your mind on Jems staid, — 

Survey the promised land : 
And as you journey, don't forget 
The power that guards you, every step, 

This faithful, unseen hand. 

Gird on the armor of your Lord, — 
Be ready to obey His word, — 

Your wings of faith expand,— 
Abore terrestrial things arise 
To nobler joys beyond the ^es, — 

And view the unseen hand. 



-Tffls DO, In remembbance of me.- 

Dear Saviour, now enthroned on lugh, 
Who gav'st Thyself for us to die ;— 
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And lest we ever should forget 
Thy dying groans, and bloody sweat, 
Did'st charge Thy followers, bond and free, 
"This do in memory of Me.** 

Thy dying charge we will obey, 
In this our simple, humble way :* 
O, let us each Thy love partake, 
While now Thy death we celebrate ; 
From sin's dominion set usrfree, 
And help us to remember Thee. 

Thou art the true and living bread, 

With which our needy souls are fed ; 

As water makes our bodies clean, 

Thy blood shall cleanse our souls fix)m sin ; 

Thy fair example let us see. 

For, Loixi, we would remember Thee. 

Thy spotless life we call to mind. 
With all Thy treatment so unkind, — 
The Garden, Judgment-hall, and thorns, — 
The nails, the spear, and impious scorns,-— 
While each can say, "*Twas all for wig," 
O, Lord, we do remember Thee. 

Our covenant vows we now reaew. 
Thy will to suffer, or to d« : 



♦ Durins: our imprisonment^ wc frequenttf begged of minis- 
ten, that they would administer to us tlie Lord*s Supper. Be- 
ing refused, we observed the ordinance ani»ng ourselves, having 
our com bread, and water, which snpp >rtedOiir natural life, as 
«mblems of the body and bl«od of Ghrist^ b/ which the spirit- 
«al 111^ is ssstaiived. 



» 
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Give us Thy Spirit for our guide, 
That we may never turn aside : 
See now, Thy little children see, 
Henceforth, we will remember Thee. 



SATURDAY NIGHT. 

Now our weekly tolls are o'er, 
Blessings on them we implore : 
Lord, let not our works be vain. 
We have done them for Thy name, 
On them smile, and give success, 
To relieve the poor opprest. 

Let our thanks acceptance meet. 
For the blessing of the week ; 
Let our prayers and praises come 
Like sweet incense 'fore Thy throne : 
Hear, and send us answers down. 
For the sake of Thy dear Son. 

By Thy hand, have we been fed, 
With all ''good,'' as Thou liast said : 
"Bread and water,'* has been sure, 
While have suffered many poor : 
Living bread, we*ve had to eat. 
And with Thee, communion sweet. 
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From all evils, weVe been kept, 
Both awake, and when we slept : 
Coining in, and going out, 
Mercy compassed us about. 
At whose voice the tumulta cease. 
He has kept our souls in peace. 

Thanks we give Thee, and adore, 
O, for grace to love Thee more : 
Lord, forgive what Thou hast seen, 
"WTiere unthankful we have been: 
All our sins, in word and thougt , 
O, for Jesus* sake, blot out. 

Now prepare us for Thy day, 
Drive our worldly cares away ; 
Fix our minds, compose our hearts, 
Give the peace Thy smile imparts : 
Fill our souls with heavenly love, 
Foretaste of our Rest above. 

Kow we will begin our song. 
Sabbaths ne'er can be too long: — 
Day on which our Lord arose. 
Conquering Death, and all his foes : 
When we breathe its holy air, 
Let us in the victory share. 



THE MISSIONARY'S COMFORT AND 
SUPPORT, 

" I am "with thee, I will keep thee/' 

In the way thy duties lead : 
I will strengthen, I will help thee, 

And supply thy every need. 
I am with thee, 

Go, and to my words give heed. 

When thou leav'st thy friends and neighbors, 

Parents, Brothers, Sisters dear, 
To commence thy mission labors, 
Then dry up the falling tear. 
Itoillleadthee, 
ThoQ must not give place to fear. 

When through forests thou art roaming, 

Seeking for the Heathen tribe. 
Or along the cataract foaming — 

Or where rivers gently glide, 
/ will keep thee, 

Every want »hall be supplied. 

When thou tread'st the snow-capt mountain, 
Learning with them to converse ; 

Or beside the crystal fountain. 
Dost Mount Calvary's scenes rehearse, 

I toill bless thee, 
Heathen daiknesB shall disperse. 
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Tossed upon the mighty ocean, 

Under strong tempestuous gale, 
All around in wild commotion, 

Making every face look pale, 
/ wiU help iheCy 

Never let thy courage fail. 

"When o'er burning deserts straying, 

Thou no cooling shade canst see ; 
Or disease is on thee preying, 

Thou shalt not forgotten be ; 
/ will help theCy 

Only stay thy mind on Me. 

"When for days and nights together, 
Thou hast neither drink nor food ; 

And no shelter from the weather — 
Keep thy mind in cheerful mood. 

/ wiU help thtey 
Thou shalt lack no reed good. 

"When they beat you, bear it meekly- 
Cast you into pits, rejoice — 

In the dungeon, sing so sweetly 
As to stop the scoffer's voice ; 

I will help thee — 
Shout and make a joyful noise. 

When to Pagans thoa art preaching, 

Making known salvation'fl way ; 
Crowds, ahall gather round thee, weeping, 
Loudly crying — ^*« for me pray." 



38 rOEMS ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 

/ will help tJiee,, 
They shall cast their Gods away. 

Thou shalt teach the heathen mother, 
To preserve and love her child : 

See the children love each other, 
And the father kind and mild ; 

/ will help thee J 
Therefore thou canst tame the wild. 

Come, my sons aad daiig^iters, histen — 
Up, and gird your armor on ; 

Go to some benighted natioA, 
Where the light has never shone : 

I will hdp yov,^ 
Go, and make my Gospel known. 

Go — and sound the proclamation, 
"Peace and pardon through My Son :" 

Give to all the invitation, 
Overlook in darkness none, 

I will help you, 
Every tribe to me shall come. 

On my promises relying, 

Go — and rude Barbarians teach : 

Every worldly lust denying, 
Show in practice, what you preach, 
• lam with you— I wUl help you, 

Go— "a crown I 'U give to each.** 



THE CANDLE OF THE LORD. 

Our Father's candle, O, how bright ! 

By which we read His Word : 
" The lesser light that rules the night'* — 

" The candle of the Lord." 

It fills our little cell with light, 
We re«id, and sing, and pray ;* 

It guides the wanderer aright, 
And makes him know his way. 

It lights His children to the place. 
Where they their vows have made — 

Been strengthened in the christian race, 
While seeking heavenly aid. • 

But a far brighter light have we, 

By our kind Father given : 
" The lightof Life"— by which we see 

The way that leads to heaven. 

It shows to us the rocks and shoals, 

That in our voyage lie : 
And safely guides our precious souls, 

To fairer worlds on high. 

It tells from whence the storms do come, 
And what will make them cease : 

We clearly see our blissful Home — 
The Port of endless peace. 



* We were in the habit of reading by mo^inlif^' 



THE WILL OF CHRIST IS BEST. 

Be still my soul and murmur not, 

But count thysilf most blest: 
Whate'er on eai-th miy be thy lot, 

The will of Christ is best. 

When sore afflictions cause the tear 

To fall upon thy breast, 
Then let this thought t'ly spirit cheer, 

The will of Christ is best. 

When from thy kindred thou art torn, 

By sudden, rude arrest ; 
And int J hostile regions borne — 

The will of Christ is best. 

When foes arise, and friends forsake, 

And thou art made a jest, 
Ne'er let thy confidence abat«. 

That Jesus* will is best. 

When for thy blessed Saviour's sake. 

Reproaches on thee rest ; 
And of His suffering thou partake — 

The will of Christ is best 

When dashed thy hopes and crossed thy plans, 

Tby faithfulness to test ; 
Whate'er the sacrifice demands, 

The will of Chrbt is best. 
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When Death shall take thy bosom fHead, 

Or children home to rest ; 
For Parent, Brother, Sister, send — 

The will of Christ is best. 

And when for thee, tiby Lord shaH eall» 
And thon dost heaven possess ; 

Thou, at His ikety wilt humbly M, 
And own his will tiwrbest 

Then now helietfe this simple word^ 

However much dittrest; 
For naUons yet unborn, record 

The will of Christ is best 

Let billows dash, and tempests blow^ - 
And trials on thee press j . 

Wait on the Lord^ and thou shall kimw 
The will of Christ is be^t 

O, this doth aU my sorrows hea], 
My doubts and fears repress : 

While in my heart this truth I fecP- 
Tho will of Christ is best 

Had I a voice so strong and loud 
To reach from east to west ; . . 

I'd say to all with sorrows bowM, 
The will of Christ la best. . 



DEATH OF MOSES HUNTER.* 

A PnoiCe and a man tiiafc was great, 

Has fallen in Iirael to-day ; 
l^ose kearing the words that he spake, 

Will witness to what I now aaj. 
His simple and ardent desire, 

Was only to know " What is rigMV 
For this he would often enqmre. 

And this was his study by night 

When clearly this truth he could view. 

To preach and to do was his aim ; 
Though many opposed him, or few. 

He ever renuuned the same. 
Their scoffs, taunts, and sneers he disdained, 

Beproaches, with patience did bear ; 
Reviled, he reviled not again. 

But gave himself humbly to prayer. 

The Bible, he took for his guide. 

At home, or when going abroad ; 
Though many his ways did deride, 

He clung to the laws of his Grod, 
Inscribed, and so dear to his heart, 

lis precepts, commandments and laws, 
With wealth and applause, he did part, 

And scOTued earthly pleasures as straws. 

« Friaeipel of tho MiMionary Institute. 
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O^er sitifl of tbe peojde, he ftgbed, 

And thiagg tliat were wrong in the Und; 
Against them, most loudly he cried. 

And thundered God's holy command. 
To Af<Me9, they could not reply y 

" And what more than o^rt do 31011 f ** 
They cannot— they dare not deny^ 

Jnpradieef he diowed what to do. 

His heart waa enlaiged for the wortdf 

As fiur as the effects of the M : 
The ngn of his banner unfurled. 

Was plainly, '^ Salvation to axjl.** 
And how to aocompUsh this workf 

He studied by day adii by nigl^; 
His body and mind did exert, 

To bring this revdted world r^ht 

And when he no longer could walk, 

(But feeling the woric mtat he danei) 
Unable on crutches to halt, 

He*d ride in the arms of his son. 
And then, O I how gracious the words, 

Thai &11 firam his quiyeriag Hpa; 
So feeble, he scarce can be heard, 

As on his ^oft pillow he sits. 

And when tiie kind angel drew near. 

To bear him to mansions on high ; 
His mind was composed and dear. 

And he to his firiends did reply ; 
**Vm rtoAf, and have been, for years — 

Fve finished my work while 'twas day; 
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And now, my Redeemer appears, 
TobearliB poor serrantav^. 

*^ Mj wife and my children, I leave 

With Christ their Bedeemer and Fxiead) 
Mj God will the widow relieve, 

And all needed good He will sendr— 
O I tell thoee young 8<^dier8 of HiSy 

One interest have with your God^ 
Strive always yonr Savior to pleiu», 

Secure in your hearts, His abode."^ 

He's gone — and we see him no more ; 

With Angels he now walks in whfte ; - 
Afflictions and sorrows arc o'er, 

In lands of eternal delight 
No mid-smmner's sun, nor the cold. 

Can ever affect those bright plains ; 
No evil he e'er shall behold — 

Eternally soothed are his pains. 

Ye children and wife, murmur not ; 

Submit to your kind Father s ha!fid : 
Be faithful, and soon youH be brot^hl, ' 

To meet in Emmanuel's kmd.^ 
Our Moses, dear Lord, Thou hast iock^ 

O ! send us our Joshua too ; 
Our souls to Thee only, now look, 

To guide us in all that we do. 



EDWIN LOVEJOY WORK'S P&ATER 
FOR BREAD. ,: 

Be wat about five yean old, when his mother was oqt pf iloar, 
ftad neailj all proyiBions— nor knew wheie she should yet anj. 
little Edwin betook himself to prayer, at night — ^the Tie<t day, 
• man, ywy onexpectedly bronght them aome flcvr. ''A* oo 
ooTtenoe is described below* 

*^0» Father in heaven^ give mother Bome hTet4$ 
The world is all Thine, and by Thee we are 6d; 
!nie hearts of the rich, Thou canst easy affed^ ^ 
Zndinie them to give ns — our lives to proteet ,. 

Oorfatber they^ve fiuCeoed in high prisof luSkf 
He oannot come to us, nor answer our cailt;, ; 
He works very hard from the moming t^l erai 
But oan^t giro us bread, nor our hunger j^liom. 

O ! Father in heaven, our mother is poor, 
And sometimes so sick she can scarce leave the door ; 
Our brother is small, and he has to be led; • 
And, oh, how can mother provide for us bread ? 

Already, our horse and our waggon she's sold, ' 
And numerous things to preserve us from oold ; 
The officers come fiar to take what islelt, 
And heed not the eries of our mother btreft. 

O, Father in heaven, in mercy behold-— 
When poor cry to Thee, Thoult ansujer, we're told— 
O, send us some bread, and do not let ua £4 — 
Dear Father, dear Fatfter, do hear fwtP, my oalL" 



^.'■^ 
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The 6018 of the Saykrar were qpened to hear ; 
He heard and He answered this little boy*! pti^jer. 
Oa next dmy, at supper, the following scene. 
In substance took place — ^and Uwas thus it began. 

' '^I know what it was made you get this good ikw, 
Dear mother, 1 prayed in the dark siknt hour; 
I asked God 'm faith, and I knew He would da^ 
He told Kr. C. he must give it to yon. 

Ton would not have got it, if I had not pnyed': 
llien nerer, dear mother, again be afraid ; 
Otaor Father in heaven knows just what we need. 
In Him let us trust, and with ffood He wffl feed.** 

Thus Edwin did wresde, Kke Jacobof dd, ' 
And would not, like Israel, let go his hold -; 
WHh God he prevailed, and obtained his reqpwst, 
AaA happy those parents, widi such a child tihit 



YOUNG MAN, REMEMBER. 

Ths feQowing wu addressed to a fellow prisoner, tad after* 
wards given to a&other as he left us. 

YooBg man, remember what you are-^ 

A mortal — soon to die; 
Tour fiedi tiie object of your care, 
lliough now it seem so bright and fidr, 

A putrid mass will lie. 

DnA hastens on apace for yoit, 
To bear your spirit hence ; 
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Tha thiBgB that nofw ftttnct yoar yvsw. 
And occapy yoar stad^r too, 
T^ ffimi^ no defence^ 

Bat tcfttf A«r will your spirit go ? 

Ah I whither will it fly? 
To that dark world of endless woe, 
Where it no happiness will know ? 

Or up to God on high ? 

Bemembei^— 'tis ftor tfou to say, 

Where shall your spirit dweU ; 
In climes of perfect, cloudless day, 
Whefe ncPer is heard a monrafol lay — 

Or with the damned in HelL 

Now lowly at the Savioar's feet, 

Confess your erery sin; 
With true repentance, mercy seek. 
And you shall find forgireness sweet, 

And heavenly peace within. 

Renounce the worid's deceitful show, 

And serre the Lord alone ; 
E'er seek your Master's will to know, 
And 3ron shall then to glory go, 

And find with Bhn your home. 

But if your sinful course you choose, ^ 

And feed on sensual joys ; 
Obedience to your Lord reiuse, 
The offers of BSs grace abuse. 

And cleave to earthly toys ; 
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'With hope and joy jou then most jttrl—> 

Forever, know BO peace ; 

Shut out from God, in dismal dark, 

Beneath His angry stroke to smart, 

In pains that never ceaae. 

O, Sir, the Saviour's call obey, 

Submit, and own him King ; 
Yield up your heart without delay , 
And you shall happy be to-day, 
And with the Angels sing. 



— <^i^V%/V">/N.^\^%/\^WW^ 



"AWAKE THOU THAT SLEEPBST," Ac 

From the above words I preached to the Priioners, aad 
the fi)U0wiiig--made for the occasion : 

Sinner, awake, and rise 

From sin, and death, and woe ; 
Arouse, and open now your eyes, 

Before you flEu^thor gO| 

Awake— and look toUhin — 

Your crimes are multiplied ! 
Keflect, repent, and turn fironl sin, 

For Jesus Christ has died. 

Awake — for death is near, 

O, then, no longer sleep; 
The Saviour calls— awake, and h>ear. 

And o'er your follies weep. 
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Oj, Sleeper, ndu> awake, 

And thiia Uiat awful Eel; 
Before another step you take. 

Year state, O, who can tali! 

Arise — to Jesus come, 

And He will give foa light; 
Come, love the Lord, fiir what Efe'sdone, 

^^nd servie Qim mUkyxmrBOf^ 

O, do at once arise, 

And make your peace wi& God ; 
He'll take you then, aboTC the skies, 

To nest in Hisahode. 



MY CELL. No. t. 

The followingt eovnposed in the midst of aa interestittts reyival 
in the Prison, esplaim Itaolf. 



Come ye who Ioto the SaTioai^ 
And joy His pnuse to swell ; 

Attend, while I EQs graee pioebun, 
In this, our ''ktdlowededi'' 

The God of comfort to our hearts^ 

Our glory and delight, 
A joy unspeakable imparts, 

And new, increasing 1 



Tis here, we read and sing and pray 

Befive the mercy seat ; 

3 
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Tis here, we find fttMn daj todsf/ ^ 
With God, <kniimttiiioii vifteL * 

"Vntii cheerful hearts, we celehrtte'' 

His dying, rising love ; 
In faith, the living bread partake, ' 

Which comes from heaven abovel 

Tis here, the Christian band we meet, 

Upon the Sabbath day ; 
With rapturous joy each other greet, 
And run the heavenly way. 

Together here the sinners crowd, 
To hear what they must do ; 

And when before the Lord they're bowci:!, 
For mercy, earnest sue. 

Their aolemn groans, and mournM aigha. 
Bespeak their inward grief: 

With bleeding hearts, and streaming cyee. 
They beg from God, relief. 

Their tkaa they heartily confess — 

Foi^ve,' and are £>iigiven : 
The Lord doth own, and richly bless, 

And writes their names in heaven. 

The hoary-headed, hard in sin, 
I Jast bending o'er the grave ; 
Do here, iheir real lives begin, 
For Him, who died to save. 



Y0B1C8 OK TA3eiOU8 SUlKJECm. 81 

The youdi, m -vice and crime, 'for jrean, 

And men of middle age ; 
Here come, and with a flood of tears^ 

To serve the Lord engage. 

The long-lost prodigal returns, 

The dead reyive and live ; 
The Saviour's love within them bums. 

And praise to Him they give. 

The tiger is a quiet lamb — 

Hie vulture now a dove — 
And doubt this grace no mortal can^- 

Such fruits are from above. 

But O, to hear the converts sing, 

And shout with joyful v(Hce — 
To h|^ them pray, and praise their King, 

IW Angels must rejoice. 

•Tis here they tell what God has done — 
Snatched them from sin and death ; 

And how they will, in time to come, 
For Him employ their breath. 

'Tis here they go from strength to strength, 

And mount on eagle wing ; 
Kejoicing to arrive at length, 

Where saints and seraphs sing. '• 

With eagerness they catch the Word, 

That makes their duty plain ; 
And ding, by £Edth, unto the Lord, 

Nor fear reproach and pain. 
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Hie little band increasefl fast. 
And sinners crowd tiie doer ; 

The glorious time has come at last—- 
O, Lord, we jdead for mpre. 

I love in such a place to dwell— 
These lambs to me are deiur. 

Glory to Jesus I for my cell — 
Hosannah I ihat Pm here. 

O I what is liberty to me, 
Or friends, however near ? 

Since scenes like these I here may see,. 
And things like these can hear. 

Let those who wish, seek worl<fly fame. 
And warriors wonders tell ; 

Bat give to me, reproach and i 
With j£sus and mt Ceix. 



TRUSTING IN GOD. 



Thrice happy is the soul 
Who trustetfa in the Lord ; 

Though waves of trouble rdl, 
Still lives upon Bis Word. 

O, come and trust your fm Afol Lcrd, 

And fire secure upon His Woird. 
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Though dash the raging seas, 

And fierce the tempests blow ; 
That man shall dwell at ease. 

Nor harm nor fear shall know. 
O, come and trust, &c. 

Let hungry lions roar, 

And seek in vain for food; 
He draws frwn grace's store, 

And lacks no real good. 
O, come and trust &c. 

When threat'ning clouds increase, 

Which worldly minds distress ; 
A perfect heavenly peace, 

His spirit shall possess. * 

O, come and trust, &c. 

Thojj^ earth and hell unite, 

And jointly roar aloud ; 
They never shall aflfright. 

The soul that trusts in God. 
O, come and trust, &c. 

He fears no lion's den, 

Nor flaming furnace hot ; 
Nor schemes to torture men, 

That earth and hell can plot. 
O, come and trust &c. 

The lions' mouths aie closed. 
And hannless is the flame ; 
For tn»t in God reposed, 
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Shall never be in vain. 
O, come and trust, &c. 

He safely shall aHde 
Beneath the Almighty's wing ; 

And every storm outride, 
And ever sweetly ang. ' 

O, come and trust, &c. 

At home, or when abroad, 

Upon the sea or land ; 
The mighty, faithful God, 

Will keep him in His hand. 
O, come and trust, &c. 

On Him roll all your care, 
Tour burden and your grief; 

In faith pour out your prayer 
And you shall have relief. M 

O, come and trust, &c. 

God will the widow bless — 
Alive her children keep — 

Believe them in distress. 
And comfort when they weep. 

O, come and trust, &c. — 

In every state most blest, 
And happy while below; 

And then, forever rest, 
From sorrow, pain and woe. 

O, ccnne and trust your faithfiil Lord, 

And live secure upon His Word. 



BIRTH-DAY REFLECTION. Na 2. 

Another year has rolled away, 
And now, my soul, let us survey 

The goodness of the Lord ; 
Great things, indeed, He's done for tbee — 
Though Pm in prison, thou art free, 

His mercies now record. 

How quickly have thy moments fled I 
How many numbered with the dead, 

And gone their Judge to meet I 
Whilst thou, unworthy as thou art. 
Wast shielded from each fiery dart, 

Thy Saviour^s love to speaks 

'lis He has cheered thee 'mid the gloom, 
Turiled all thy midnight into noon, 

And fed thee with His love ; 
Quelled all thy doubts and rising fears, 
Amid temptations, scoffs and sneers, 

And Ufted thee above. 

^Vhen barred firmn His own house, so dear, 
He made thy cell a house of prayer. 

And here His power displayed— 
By bringing sinners to His feet. 
And giving saints communion sweet, 

AVhile converts sung and prayed. 

A year (£ wonders it has been — 
Such glorious tJungs as thou hast 8e«n 
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Should cause thee to adore ; 
O) Lord, not unto me, the praLse, 
But to Thy name, in thankful lays, 

Both now and evermore. 

Encouraged by Thy mercies past, 
ril trust Thy wisdom to the last, 

And live secure on Thee ; 
Ten thousand trials in my way — 
But Thou hast been my strength and stay. 

And evermore wilt be. 

No earthly kin has ventured near. 
To visit Thy poor servant here, 

But Thou hast not forsook ; 
I have the promise of Thy word. 
That Thou wilt ne*er forsake me, Lord — 

And unto Thee, I look. -" 

Anew, I lay me at Thy feet, 
A living sacrifice — ^to meet 

What boundless love shall ^ve ; 
To follow still my Prison toil. 
Or labor on some heathen soU, 

And bid the dying live. 

Speak, Lord, Thy servant heareth now — 
My will to Thine, doth sweetly bow ; 

O, ^rd me for the rape ; ■ 
To bear afflictions, pains, and death — 
For Thee, employ my latest breafli, 

And dwell before Thy fucQ. 
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My days like weavers' shuttles fly — 
My weeks, and moaths roll qoickly by, 

And never will return ; 
Then what my God points out to do, 
My soul, with all your might pursue, 

And every trifle spurn. 

Thy earthly work may all be done, 
Before another birth-day come, i» 

And thou be snatched away; 
With thee, though it may seem but noon, 
TWs year, may crawling worms consume 
* Thy tenement oi clay. 

Thy fleeting moments then improve. 
And faithful be in works of love. 

While here below you stay ; 
The wicked warn, and ccnnfort saint»— 
And soon, what fancy never paints, 

You'll see in endless day. 

Let all thy thoughts be lifted high, 
To mansions far above the sky. 

Where saints and angels dwell ; 
Tread all the world beneath thy feet, 
And let a true example speak 
What words can never tell. 

Where'er I am — ^whate'er I do, 
Help me, O, Lord, to keep in -new 

Thy glory and my end ; 
My alms and interests be one, 
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With Thee the Father, and the Son— 
With Thine my efforts Wend. 

And when my days on earth are o'er, 
Beceive me to that happy shore, 

To join the blood-washed throng ; 
The praise and glory shall be thine, 
While we adore Thy love divine, 
ij|( And sing Redemption's song. 

Aug. i2, 1843. 



EXPLANATION OF Ps. 110:5. 

When God, with wondrous power and love, 
Shall pour His spirit from above, 
To rouse the nations from their deep, 
That they the mighty God may seek — 
May dash their idols to the ground, 
And call for help, with piercing sound. 

His people, then, with willing heart, 
Will joyfully consent to part 
With kindred, country, home and friends, 
To go where'er their Master sends— 
Nor will they stop for toil or pain, 
But haste to spread £manucl*s name. 

They'll come as noble volunteers, 
Constrained by neither bribes nor fears ; 
But free-will offerings, they will be, 
Besponding, " Here am I, send me** — 
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Arrayed in robes of righteoiunesfl, 
And beautified with holineas. 

No more will converts then, he few, 

Bat numerous as the drops of dew, 

Whicb silently distil at night, 

And brought to view by morning light— r 

So great a number, vast amount, 

No human powers can ever count. 

From every nation, kindred, tongue, 
The rich and poor, the old and young— r 
Mifiions unnumbered, haste to find 
The great Bedeemer of mankind — 
And falling at his feet, adore. 
And love and praise, forevermore. 

The morning rays already shine, 

So near at hand this glorious time. 

Those " volunteers j^ O, where are they, 

To usher in meridian day ? 

Up, Christians, up, and sally forth. 

From East to West, from South to North. 



ETHIOPIA. Pfl. 68:31. 87:4. Zeph.5:I0.^ 

The following was suggested by reading a part of a letter 
om bro. Wilson, Gaboon Biver, on a small bit ofnewfpapvr. 

'o Africa's center where Ethiops dwdl, 
iTith ardent emotilqnai my bosom doth swell, 
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To go and make known the free offers of God, 
^Redemption and pardon, through Jesns' bk>od. 

From thence came the eunuch to hear the glad word, 
Beliered, and embraced his once crucified Lord — 
Betumed to his country the news to proclaim, 
^ Salvation ! Salvation I through faith in his name.** 

There liatthew once labored, and preached for their good ; 
While many believed him, yet others withstood*— 
They seized him in rage, 'mid contention and strife, 
And following his Master, he gave up his lifet«. 

But darkness has long since enveloped the whole, 
And Satan usurped undisputed control ; 
Thdr country, for a^es, to white men, unknown, 
While virtue, religion, and knowledge have flowa. 

Yet thus saith the promise concerning this land, 
*^In prayer unto Grod, she shall soon stretch her haad"-^ 
Her idols, in haste, from their seats shall be hurled, 
The banner of Jesus in triumph unfurled. 

Her vain superstitions shall vanish like dew, 
And converts, by thousands, for mercy shall sue ; 
Her kings, chie& and subjects, shall all flock anrand, < - 
To hear with attention, the gospel's glad sound. 

The laboxer here, may be stir« of success. 
The word has gone forth, and Jehovah will bless ; 
On His ftithful promise His children may lean, 
And glorkNU fiilfihnents by all shall be seen. 
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A natioii rapeiior in powenof mind, 
In this unexplored and ynatnffxm ire fine); 
WitJi noUe appearance, and^delingi htananey 
Where Slavery, and traders in men, never came. 

Again ttith the promise, ^ This man.was bom there," 
And that one, and many, in answer to prayer : 
*' From thence shall My suppliants eotner homhly to boring 
Their offerings to Me, their Bedeemer and Kftig ." 

She once was a country of far-famed renown, 
Where honor, and riches, and learning were found ; 
Again shall she rise, and far brighter shall (|hine. 
When blessed with the Gospel, the treainire divine. 

Already she stretches her hands for our hdp, 
O, where is the heart that refuses to melt ? 
My soul leaps to tell them of Calvary's scene, 
O, bear me, ye winds, and ye waters to them. 
FekitentijlBT, Aug. 81, 1843. 

PERSECUTION FOB CHRIST'S SAKE. 
What though the wicked hate m^ sore. 
And arrows sharp, in vollies pour. 

Because I love and serve my God ? 
They treated thus my Saviour dear — 
And this shall quell my every fear, 

" I tread tEe path my Jesus trod.'* 

What though they scoff, revile, menace. 
And think to load me with di^ace, 
While hnman furies wait their nod? 
4 
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For tMj my Saviour bora tfi« saiiM, ; 
And I widi patieiiGe, for HLs name, ^ - 
WiUcheerfbl tread th3 path He trocLr 

Thougli thej imprison, bind and beat, 
■ Tken tread me down beneath their {&e^. .^ 
And taunting, ask, ** Where is your God ?^ 
nl yiew my Sayiour's thorny crown, 
** The blood profusely pooring dowo-— v. , 
And (rmmpA in the path He trod. 

. And though they join in angry strife, ' 
While naught will quell them but my l^ 

As greedily they drink my blood J -' 
My dear Redeemer thus was slain, 
And suffering, I shall with Him reign, 

By foUowing in the path He trod. 

A countless host already gone. 

Are wearing now the Martyr's crown, " 

And nearest to the throne of God ; 
They shine the brightest of the train, . 
And loudest prabe the eternal name, 

Who led tbeia in the path He trod. 

. Then welcome dungeons, pain, and shame. 
Yea, welcome deaths far Jesus' name, 

And bear me to His blest q^bode ; 
In tribulation ni rejoico — 
, In persecution tune my voice, 

And glory in the path He tnxL 



PBATERFOR THE OPPRESSED. 

O, 'tis a doleful soand I hear — 
The cries of those in deep distrev ; ■*' 

Millions in this our land, so dear. 
Whom hardened, cruel men oppress I 

Great God, behold their wretclied state. 
And listen to the sighs the^ pour ; 

Do Thou their iron fetters break, 
And bid their sorrows be no more. 

Let every effort. Lord, be blest, 
To take the galling yoke away ; 

O, bear our prayers, and give them rest, 
Come, Lord, O, come, without delay. 

The work is Thine — we look to Thee, 
And on Thy arm alone we lean ; 

O, set the mourning captive free, 
And let Thy mighty power be seexL 



MIRACLES OF CHRIST. 

I besaa to arrange the miracles, poetically, in ehronoilogical 
order, Imt did not giet through with them. And the poetry of 
tkoM, I did attempt, is so very poor, I am almost ashamed to in- 
sert tnem. It is a sufficient apology to say the^ were eompoeed 
in a prison, amid multiplied lahors and perplexities— «gain, had 
I cboaen my own language, the poetry might have bee^ b«ttor, 
but my olneot was, to use, as much as possible, the esbuJtr lan- 
guage of the Bible. And I studied to express them as concisely 
as could be done, and giro the foots. With this «kplfliiatioD, I 
insert a part of them. 

THE ruler's son H&AXXD. 

A Ruler heard that Christ had oome, 

And cried, " come down and heal mj son — 

He's at the point of death.** 
" You won't believe that I am He — 
Till signs und wonders you shall see — 

Who holds your mortal breath." 

The Nobleman did thus reply, 

** Come down, Sir, ere my cbild shall die, 

O, come "without delay." 
** Go home — your son *8 alive and well" — 
The servants haste the news to tell — 

He finds it as they say. 

TIUC CRirTURION'S BERYAZTT HBALED. 
" With palsy sick, my servant lies, 
In torments great, with bitter cries"-— 

Said the centurion. 
** 111 come and heal him, if you wish, 
I love the helpless to assist ' — 
Twas at Capernaum. 
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^laoDL imwordi7 70a should come 
Beneath the shelter of my dom^ 

But tpeak, and hell be healed ; 
My soldiers do whate'er I say — 
My servant, promptly does obey— 

Thus plagues to Thee do yield.** 

. << Go back-f-and as thou hastbelieTed, 
So shall thy servant be relieved — 

Such faith, I have not found." 
The servant, in that very hour, 
Was rescued from the palsy's power, 

And made entirely sound. 

OSBIST ASLEEP ON THE PILLOW. 

Once, on the Lake Genncsaret, 
Wearied with constant toils, He slept— 

A mighty tempest blew ; 
The waves arose, and every sui^, 
Did quite their little bark immerge — 

They knew not what to do. 

In haste, they woke Him from His sleep, 
^ Master, we perish in the deep, 

Lord, save us or we die." 
He rose, and bid the winds " Be stiU" — 
The ra^ng billows at his will, 

Are calm, and quiet lie. 



THE MANIAC HEALED. 

A man with devils long possessed, 
Was naked, 'mong the tombs, distressed, 
And cried both night and day ; 
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So derce^ and cut with stones, insftiie— 
They could not bind him with a chria, 
And n(Hie dare pass that wa^*. 

At JesQs' feet he humbly hoVd, 
Beseeching Him, in accents load, 

**I pray torment me not;" 
« What is your name ?" " 'Tis « k^on,' Sir, 
For such a number sure we are.** 

" Ye spirits foul, come out" 

'* May we the herd of swine possesS) 
That's feeding in the wilderness?" 

"I suffer it to be." 
They all plunged quickly o'er a steep, 
And overwhelmed in the deep, 

They perished in the sea. 



THE MAN, LET I>OWX THBOUGH THE TILING, HEAT.?:i>. 

Down through the tiling where He stood, 
They let a palsied man, for good, 

As on his bed he laid ; 
** Cheer up, and now courageous be, 
Thy sins are all forgiven thee," 

The blessed Saviour said. 

But some were there, who thought within, 
«* Who can, but God, forgive a sin ? 

He doth blasphemous talk.** 
<'Biit widch is easier to aay, 
I pardon all thy nns to-day, 

Or take thy bed and walk?' 



Tliat I am GfoD, ytm all shall know— ' 
Hare powfer to pardoa shis, below, 

And haye not impious, talked ; 
" Arise, take up thy bed— go home ;•• 
No sooner was it swd, than done— 

Be took U up, and walked. 

JAIRUS* DAUGHTER, AND A WOMAW HAVOm BLOODY 
FLUX, HBALRD. 

Jairus came, and falling down, 

He earnest cried, '^my daughter, home. 

Lies at the point of death ; 
But come, and on her lay Thy hand,— • 
She shall be healed at Thy command, 

And live, because Thou saith/' 

But as they went, and people pressed, 
A certain woman, sore distressed 

Twelve years, with bloody flow — 
Had suffered much, and spent her all, 
Nor bettered was, by doctors all. 

But rather worse did grow. 

She came within the press, beMnd, 
With confidence in her own mind, 

A touch would heal the plague- 
She found it as she had believed, 
And felt immediately relieved — 

At once, the-fbuntain stayed. 

«« Who touched my ctothes r tii6 Satiour cried ; 
' In vain, the Wtnnan stroye to hidd, 
She came, and told Her eaiei 
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** Fear not) my daughter, go in peace, 
Yowr/qith has gained you this release," 
O, culdyate this grace. 

Then, certain to the Ruler said, 
"Thy little daughter now is dead^ 

Why longer trouble Him ?" 
•* J5« not afraid, hutjusi belieyjc,- 
And your request you shall receive— 

Have not a doubt wjthin.'* 

The minstrels wept, and wailed sore, 
He put them forth, and shut the door. 

But let the Parents view ; 
" Damsel, I say to thee, arise !" 
Her spirit came, she ope'd her eyes, 

And walked with vigor new. 



TWO BLIND men:, healed. 

Two blind men followed, crying thus, 
*' Thou Son of David, pity us, 

Have mercy, now to-day.** 
« Think ye, I'm able thus to do ?" 
" Yea, Lord, Thou art, and willing too ; 

With confidence we pray." 

" As you believe, so it shall be, 
According to your faith, now see ;" 

His fingers touched their eyes— 
Thttr right was perfect ; and in haste, 
They spread His fame through all the place, 

Excitiag great sarpxiie. 
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A MAK HKALED AT THE POOL BBf HiSSDA. 

When to Bethesda's pool He came, 
Wliere lay the withered, blind, and lame, " 

Each wmting for a cure ; 
He saw one, in a helpless state, 
Who thus had been, years thirty-eight, 

And could no help secure. 

" \V11t thou, sir, be made whole of this ?" 
" Pre none to pity or assist. 

That I the pool may find ; 
But while I come, another steps 
Before me, and the blessing gets, 

While I am left behind." 

•* Arise and walk — take up thy bed !" 
At once he did as Jesus said. 

And from disease was free. 
'* More watchful be than heretofore — 
Thou now art whole — go, sin no more, 

Lest worse should come on thee." 



THE WITHERED HAXD RESTOREB. 

Aa in the synagogue He taught, 
A poor man his attention caught — 

A withered hand had he ; 
The Pharisees, with evil mind, 
Watched, with the Scribes, some faalttofind, 

But he their thoughts did see. 

^ Bifl« up, stand forth," the Saidour Sfud ; 
The man, at once, ius word obeyed. 
And stood where all could Yiew ; 
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^ OiMthingf ye Jews, to ask, I luiTe, - 
EtU or good, destroy or save, 
Which, on the Sabbath, do ?" 

"Your sheep, upon the Sabbath day, 
You lift from pits, without delay; 

A man is worth much more ! 
Stretch out thy hand, and be it sound.* 
He did so, and 'twas whole, he found, 

From all he felt before. 



THE MAN, BLIND AND DUMB, HEALED 

AVTiile many, for a cure did come, 

They brought a man, both blind and dumb. 

And sought for him relief; 
He healed him, in his mercy great. 
The blind and dumb both saw and spake, 

For such was their belief. 



THE MULTITUDE MIRACULOUSLY TED, ETC. 

The people came from far and near. 
Who of his wondrous works did hear — 

A number very great ; 
He saw, and with^ompassion moved, 
Healed all their sick, their sorrows soothed, 

Andof his kingdom spake. 

At evening his disciples said, 

** Sead them away to buy some bread, 

For they have nought to eat ; 
In all the towns, and country round, 
Wlier» food and lodging may be found, 

IM them refreshment seek." 
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' . < . ' ■ ■ ' , 

" They liave no nieed to go,* caid He, 
^ But what they need to ei&t, give ^, 

A free, and fall sapply.** . - 
^ Two hundred peanyworihof breads 
Will not suffice them, to be fed ; 

Shall we depart, and buy ?^ 

. • • .\ ■ 
" How many loayes of bread have you ?' 

« But fire, and little fishes two." 
*< Go brmg'theiahere to Me ; . </ 

Arrange the people on the graas, - 

FifUea and hundreds ill a class, • 
And you My power shall see P ^ 

When preparations thus were made, 

He blessed, and brake the fish, and bread, 

Among diem to divide : 
The ehosen, waited on each one, - 
And all partook, till lliey were done, 

And folly satined. 

^ Now gather up the fragments clean, 
That nought be lost — ^to waste is sin :** 

Twehe baskets didthey fill; 
There were five diousand men, abdttt,' '' 
Women and children, counted not, 

A tmmber greater stifl. ■■'■■' 

But when they all were sent away. 
Up in the mount He went to pray. 

No mortal with Him there : 
With heaven, He had commiinion.sweesV 



Li tbifl, Hif fikTorite retreat, 
So well befittix^ prayer. 

The Twelve were now ujxm the Lake, 
And toiRng, in a wearied stat^, 

Against the winds that blew ; 
But near the morning, they espy 
One walking on the water, ni^i — 

Not one his Master knew. 

When all took fright, and criod for &ai\ 
Supposing that a ghost was near, 

They heard His wdl known voioe; 
^' Be not afraid, ^tis I, joar Lord--^ 
Cheer up, and now believe my word:" 

Ihis made them all rejoice. 

Then on the water, Peter walked, 

To meet his Lord, who with him talked — ■ 

But ah I his faith was weak ; 
The winds arose, and billows dashed, . 
And sinking down, he quickly asked, 

<* Lord, save me from the deep."* 

He reached Hb hand, and Peter cai]gl9i->- 
" O thou of little faith, why doubt ? 

What unbelief is thia?" 
When in the ship, they humbly bowed. 
And owned, " Thou art the Son of God," 

For all the winds did cease. 

When to the land they safe had come. 

And i£ was round the coiintry known, 

lliere flocked the rich and poor ; 
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Where He, through towns or citiee went, 
The people all were most intent, 
A blessing to secure. 

They brought their sick without delay, 
And laid before Him in the way, 

That they His clothes might touch ; 
A perfect cure, they all received, 
For so they heartily believed — 

And there was gladness much. 



THE 8YROPHENICIAN WOMAN'S DAUGHTER HEALED 

A Grendle woman came, and cried, 
" Have mercy. Son of David's tribe, 

My daughter's vexed sore." 
He answered not, nor seemed to care. 
Which but increased her zeal in prayer. 

To importune Him more. 

" Send her away," some did advise — 
" She follows afler us with cries, 

Bless her, that she may leave." 
« But I am sent," said He, " to heal. 
The long lost sheep of Israel, 

And them, I must relieve." 

Then nearer still, the supd|ant came. 
And Mling down, besou^^ligain — 

" Lord help me, or I die." 
"" 'Twont do, to take thechildren'0 biMd 
And give to worthless dogs, instead," 

Th« Saviour did reply. 
5 
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" That's truth, my Lord, but yet they eat 
The crumbs around the children's feet — 

O I give me tJiese, I pray ; 
A loathsome dog, you me, may call, 
Or lower than creation all — 

But do not say me nay I" 

"O ! w::man, great is this thy faith, 
For this, thy daughter now is safe, 

The devil is gone out" 
She came, and found it as He said, 
Her daughter laid upon the bed. 

And well, beyond a doubt. 



THE DEAF AND DUMB MAN HEALED. 

"O Lord, behold the man we've brought, 
He cannot hear, nor can he talk, 

O pity his sad case." 
The Savi )r, touched with tenderness, 
Aside conducts him from the press, 

To a retired place. 

He put His finger in the ears, 

That stopped had been, so many years. 

And spit, and touched his tongue ; 
Then looking up to Heaven, He sighed, 
With emphasiaj|^i|gJphphatha," cried, 

**Be opened, aha unstrung." 

Amazing power ! O, who would think ? 
At once, he heard, and spoke distinct, 
And Jesus' love did telL 
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From rnanj tbere arose a shoat, 
RingiDg, and edMnng roand about, 
<<He hath done all tibings weH" 

THS FOUS THOUSAND FED, ETC. 

As in the mount^s once, He tanght, 
Great crowds amyed, who with them broaghl^ 
' The lame, the dumb, and blind, 
The maimed, the helpless, and the weak — 
And cast them down at Jesus' feet. 
With sick of every kind. 

O I now is witnessed such a scene, 
As ne'er before on eaath has been. 

And fancy fails to paint ; 
Deaf ears are opened — dumb men speak, 
The maimed are whole, the halting, leap, 

And healed is each complaint 

He called the twelve to Him, and said, 
^ This vast assembly have no bread — ' 

On them my pity moves ; 
And of the multitude, are some. 
Who have &(»n distant countries come. 

To hear the joyful news. 

Three days have passed, a^jted they've none, 
Now should I send them fafli^home. 

They'd faint along the way ; 
No, we must feed them e'er they start ; 
Tljien let them joyfully depart, 

And ever bless this day." 



ft 
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^< But, Master, wlience i^aQ we procin^ 
So great provisioii ? For weVe poA*, 

And in a desert place.** 
" How many loaves of bread have you ?" 
" Seven, and little fi^es few, 

But these are scarce a taste/' 

He tiien arranged them on the grooad, 
In ranks, and companies around, 

Convenient to be fed ; 
Then took into His arms the food, 
And looking up in prayerful mood, 

He blessed the fish and bread. 

The waiters were His chosen band, 
Who took it, broken, from His hand, 

And gave to every one ; 
So wondrous did it multiply. 
For o/Z, there was a full supply, 

And much was lefl, when done. 

For seven bae^ets full, indeed. 

Of fragments which they did not need, 

Were gathered up with care ; 
Four thousand mea were satisfied — 
Women and children, much beside. 

The rich repast did share. 

THE EYE8 OF A BLIKD MAN OPENED. 

' A blind man, by his friends, was brought. 
Who for him, sight from Jesus sooght, ^ 
The Former of tiie eye : 
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Without the town, the man He led, 
Spit on his tyea — ^touched them, and eaid, 
" Can you now aught espy ?" 

Then, looking round awhile, sa!d he, 
" The men, as walking trees, I see, 

Removing thei^, and here ;" 
Again the Saviour touched his eyes — 
Ag^n he looked — and with surprise, 

Saw every man quite clear. 

The reader will observe, that there are a aamber of very ia- 
terestiDg miracles, which have not been poeticised ; but as the 
work was not completed in prison, I will not now corapoi*, aad 
introduce them. 



DEATH OF REUBEN RICE. 

[by requsst of hib sister.] 

Bear brother, no longer thy form I behold, 
Now hid from my sight in the grave, pale and cold, 
There rest thou, in quiet, from earth's ra^ng tfeorms, 
From evil secure, in its multipUed forms. 

In youth, thou art called from thy friends to remove, 
But *tis to unite with the ransomed above ; 
There, there we will greet thee in raptures onkaown. 
And join with the armies arou^he white throne. 

Full well I remember thy prayers, and thy tears, 
For poor careless sinners, who met thee with sneers; 
Thy zeal and devotion to Christ, and His caose. 
From that precious moment, thou did'st it esponse. 
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* • 
Thy love to thy Saviour, while here thou didst ditnU, 

Wa» such, fts thou couUrst not find language to tell ; 

But now, in seraphic and heavenly strains, 

Thou sweetly can'st sound it o'er all the bright plains. 

Afflictions, and trials, no more shall annoy — 
Thy happiness perfect, without an alloy — 
Thy Saviour thou canst now behold, face to face, 
And feast evermore on the joys of the place. 

Sing on, my dear brother — tune loud your sweet hoip, 
I hope soon to meet you, and never to part — 
rU not wish you back, but will press on to you, 
My Saviour, in glory, forever to view. 



AFFLICTION. 

Composed, by request, for a friend who was bereaved of ker 
fitendedlife companion. 

Fkk&er, I own Thy chastening hand. 
Which cuts my choicest comforts down ; 

They come and go, at thy command, 
Nor would I mourn, though all were gone. 

Tib boundless love inflicts the stroke, 

And love wiUj^iieal the smart ; 
Love will bind ipirhat love has broke, 

And pure, celestial joys impart 

llioagh Thon doBt take my dearest friend, 
Thft joy, and solace of my days ; ^ 



POEMS ON VABIOUS SUBJECTS. 79 

The one expected to attend 
With me, through all life's winding ways — 

Thou more than this wilt be to me, 

A Father, friend, and brotlier dear ; 
And all my cares, PU cast on Thee, 

A kind Protector, ever near. 

For me, Thou knowest what is best, 

And in Thy precious word, I'm told, 
That " he who trusts the Lord, is blest, 

And nothing good will He withhold." 

" No evil shall befall the just," 

Though seeming evils o*er them brood ; 

" To him who makes the Lord his trust. 
They all shall work his real good." 

Hiese " light afflictions," short and few, 

" Shall work a weight of glory vast, 
While heavenly, unseen things I view, 

And joys which will forever last" 

" The suffering days and nights below, 

Are not to be compared, with joy 
And happiness, I soon shall know. 

Where nothing ever can alloy." 

'Tis well with saints, when joys arise, 
'Tis well with them, when sorrows flow ; 

'Tis well, when darkness veils the skies. 
And waves of trouble, o'er them go. 
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'Tb well with them, when on the mount, 
They feast on bleeding, dying love ; 

And 'tis as well, in Grod's account, 
When they the fiery furnace prove. 

These triab are in mercy given, 
To wean my heart from things below — 

To cleanse from sin, and fit for heaven. 
Whence all my earthly comforts flow. 

Then, Lord, take from me what Thou will, 
Give sickness, poverty, or shame ; 

I will believe thy promise »till. 

And prove thee faithful to the same. 

Come now, with comfcHrt, to my soul, 
Bind up the wound, thy hand hath made ; 

Apply the balm, and n^e me whole. 
And grant me every needed aid. 



COWPER'S BLANK, RHYMED. 

My soul is sick, my heart is stung 
With every day's report of wrong. 

And outrage in our land ; 
There is no flesh in man's hard heart, 
That yields, and pities human smart — 

It does nol^Jbel for man. 

The band of Brotherhood, designed 
By nature, to unite mankind, 

Is trampled in the dust ; 
By wicked, covetous desire. 
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'Tis serered, as ilie flax, by &t% 
And sacrificed to lustl 

He finds his fellow with a akin, 
Not colored as his own has been, 

Btttof a darker dye; 
And having power tIniHct the wraag. 
Booms and devotes him as his &wn^ 

As his own lawful preyi 

Thus man, his brother man, devotes, 
Deprives of liberty and hopes, 

And all in life, that* s sweet ; 
But, as our nature's foulest stain, 
Tasks him, and binds him with a chain. 

His victim, safe to keep. 

Exacts his daily sweat and toil, 

With stripes, that stain with blood tJie soil. 

Nor heeds his groans the least; 
WhUe Mercy, with a bleeding heart, 
Would weep, to see such cruel fonart 

Inflicted on a beaat 

Then what is man ! And who is he. 
With feelings of Humanity, 

Be unafiected can ? 
To see his brother treatedrihas, 
That would not hang lus head, and blosfa, 

To think himself a man t 

I would not have, to till my ground, 
Aslave, wkh oroel letters bound. 
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And tremUie when I wake ; 
To cany me in pen^ve gloom, 
To fan me while I sleep, at noon, 

And on me always wait; 

For all the wealth, of rich and learned. 
That nnews, bought and dol^ hare earned, 

Or all they yet may gain. 
Far sooner be the Slave would I, 
And groan in bondage till I die, 

Than bind on him the chain. 



REJOICING IN HOPE, 

At one time the Warden's daughter sent me her slat^ widi 
a iequ6?t that I would write for her, a composition on Hope — 
of wiiich the following is a part. 

The weary traveler, far from home. 

Where beasts of prey, tbo forests roam ; 

While towering mountains intervene, 

And mighty rivers roll between — 

Remembering there his children dear, 
His wife, and bosom friend, so near. 
Is fired to press through toil and pain. 
In hope to meet them all again. 

Through drenching rains, and piercing cold, 
He presses on, with courage bold. 
O'er mountains high, through riven deep, 
In hopef his family to meet. 

Thus with the Christian, here below. 
While traVling through this world of wo ; 
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By faith, he views his heavenly rest, 
And smiling Hope inspires his breast 

Though fiery trials on him press, 
Sharp sickness, pain, or deep distress. 
And waves of trouble o'er him roll, 
Hope is the anchor of his soul. 

It soothes his pains, and heals his smart, 
Binds up his wounded, aching heart ; 
Sweetens his toils, makes burdens light, 
And cheers him in the darkest night. 

In liopey he moulders in the dust, 
In hope, of rising with the Just, 
In hope^ to meet his Lord on high. 
In hope, to reign above the iky. 



LIBERTY SONG. 

Ye friends of Liberty, awake, 

And put your armor on ; 
With dauntless zeal, your weapons take, 

And bid your fears begone. 

Sound Argument, and Truth, we use 

For weapons, in this war : 
Good Sense, and solid Reason choose. 

And carnal means abhor. 

Persuasion, with Entreaty kind, 
And Information true ; 
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Faitk in the Lord, and Prayer^we find, 
Important weapons too. 

Let childrens' tears, and fathers' sighs. 

Engage you to assist ; 
Let widows' groans, and orphans' cries, 

Your every power enlist. 

Enter the field, without delay ; 

Let every nerve be strung ; 
TTie battle now, is in array, 

The conflict is begun. 

True-heaited volunteers, wc want. 

To conquer or to die ; 
Whom dungeons, mobs, nor death will daunt, 

And nought will cause to fly. 

The contest will be warm, severe, 

And many brave may fall ; 
But courage take, our cause is clear, 

Humanity's loud call. 

It is the cause of Righteousness, 
Of Justice, Truth, and Love: 

Our King will doubtless give success, 
And help us from above. 

The cause is God's, and must prevail, 
Though earth, and hell unite : 

Emanuel leads — we cannot fail 
To put our foes to flight 
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Come, then, fear not, be strong and bold, 

The victory sure shall be ; 
And soon, through earth, it shall be told, 

That cdl our land is free. 

True, faithfiil soldiers, one and all, 

A rich reward shall share ; 
And those who in the combat fall, 

A Martyrs crown shall wear. 

Up ! Freemen, up ! and all unite 

To set th^ Captive free : 
Trusting in God, exert your might. 

And sound the Jubilee. 



THE CHRISTIAN MOTHER'S PRAYER. 

OS STATION. 

Behold Thy handmaid, now, O Lord ! 
" Be it according to Thy word," 

And teach me how to go ; 
Hold Thou my hand, guide every step, 
That nought I do, may ill affect, 

The tender Embryo. 

Keep me from hurtful food or dress. 
And all that will the mind depr 

Preserve me calm, and mild ; 
Thy gift, prepare me to receive, 
Thy faithful promise to believe. 

And train for Thee, the child. 
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B I K T H. 

Father, this child is given by lliee, 
And a free offering it shall be. 

To serve Thee all Its days ; 
No right, or title do I claim. 
But consecrate it to Thy name, 

To live, but for Thy praise. 

Help me its precious soul to prize, 
And earthly fame and wealth, despise, 

Extravagance and shaw; 
To feel that every word and step, 
And every look, will much affect. 

Its future joy or woe. 

Lord, give me strength, from day to day, 
To train it in Thy perfect way, 

For endless bliss above : 
O, make me patient, kind and firm, 
From my example, may it learn. 

Supremely Thee to love. 

WASHING. 

This water which I use so oft. 
To make the body clean and soft. 

Will only cleanse the skin ; 
Thy blood, alone, O Jesus dear. 
Avails to make the nature clear. 

And purify within. 

That Uood apply, to cleanse the heart. 
To renovate in every part, 
And wash the soul from sin ; 
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Each sinful passion, temper ill, 
Subdne, and subject to Thy will, 
And now the work begin. 

DRESSING. 

Saviour, do Thou my children drear 
In the pure robes of righteousness, 

With vestments clean and white ; 
The filthy rags of sin remove, 
With garments of salvation clothe. 

That ever will shine bright. 

Take from them, all the vain desire, 
Of worldly show, and gay attire. 

Which carnal minds delight; 
Teach them the ornament to seek, 
A spirit, humble, quiet, meek, 

Well pleasing in Thy dght 

FEEDING. 

Teach them to hunger for the bread, 
By which our needy souls are fed, 

And thirst for waters pure ; 
The manna, by King Jesus given, 
*' The living bread," that came fyom heaven. 

And living streams secure. 

Give them upon Thy truth to live. 
Thy flesh and blood, by faith receive, 

And find it " meat indeed/* 
O, fill their souls with heavenly love, 
And send their rations frcon above, 

As t]iey may daily need. 
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SABBATH. 

Go witii them to Tkj hoose, O Lofd^ 
Teach them to hear, and love Thy word, 

And yield themselves to Thee ; 
O, seal instruction to their mind. 
And on their hearts thy precepts bind, 

That they may holy be. 

Teach them to reverence Thy day, 
Keep them from every sinful wi^. 

Preserve them in iAiy fear ; 
Help them with earnestness to pray, 
In aXL they think, or do, or say. 

Remember Thou art near. 

«OIKG TO SCHOOL. 

While they are absent from my sight, 
Learning, at school, to read and write. 

And other useful things, 
O, guard them wifli a watchful eye, 
From every threat'ning evil nigh. 

Beneath thy sheltering wings. 

Teach them in thee, to place iiieir trust, 
And make their pathway like the just, 

Hiat shineth mc»re and more ; 
All youthful follies to despise, 
And look, by faith, beyond the skies. 

To Canaan's happy shore. 

GOING TO BED. 

Now while they take th^ rest in sleep. 
And olent slumbers o'er them creep. 
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May Angels guard their bed ; 
Secure in thy paternal anns, 
Safe on thy breast, from all' alarms, 

May they recline their head. 

When in the morning they arise, 
And lift to thee, their feeble cries, 

O, teach them how to pray ; * 

Awake their souls to righteousness, 
That they may after glory press, 

And run the heavenly way. 

I now resign them to thy care. 

To take them from me young, or sparer 

Till three score years, and ten ; 
Prepare them for thy righteous will, 
And land them safe on Zion's hill. 

For Jesus' sake — Amen. 

"SIGNS OF THE TIMES." 

The nations in darkness, arc waking from sleep, 
The light of the Gospel, beginning to seek ; 
Their blindness and vain superstitions give way. 
And for the " glad tidings," they're waiting, to-day< 

The poor, wand'ring " red men," in sadness, who roam 
Through vast dismal forests, so near to our home. 
Are waiting, from us to receive the ^lad word, 
Free grace, and salvation, through Jesus our Lord. 

From Isles of the Ocean, they send up their cry. 
The breezes that fan us, are wafting it nigh ; 
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The Sandwich and Friendly ,haye heard the glad sound, 
And thousands, their idols have cast to the ground. 

Still thousands are anxious, and call for the light, 
That safely will lead them from error's dark night ; 
In crowds, vast and eager, they follow the man,. 
Who comes there to publisn redemption's West plan. 

New Zealand, the Fugees, Society's group, 
Madagascar, Borneo, and others about — 
From South Seas, and Northern, the West, and the East, 
They wait for a call to the rich Gospel feast 

The Hindoo renounces his long cherished caate^ 
Old Bndh is deserted, and fallen at last ; 
Their minds are now open, the Truth to receive, 
And with them, the Burmans, in crowds, will believe. 

The vast field of China, from Pekin to Kong, 
Which could not, by Christians, be entered so long. 
Is now fully open, for all who will go, 
Mount Calvary's scenes to its millions to show. 

Its hundreds of millions will now hear the word. 
That makes their dumb idols, by all, lie abhorr'd; 
They 're groping in darkness, for some one to lead. 
And make them acquainted with what they most need. 

From wide-spread Siberia, they urgently cry. 
And beg for assistance, before they shall die ; 
A few, the glad news of a Savior have heard. 
Whose souls, for their kindred and friends, are now 
stirred. 
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In Syria and Persia, ten thousands will read, 
For Bibles and books of the Christians they plead ; 
They hear with attention, and drink in the tmth, 
As though sent from Heaven, with undoubted proof. 

The long-scattered Jews are returning again, 

And bowing to Jesus, their crucified King ; 

His word they receive as a message from Grod, 

And trust in His precious, though once despised, blood. 

**The vail" is removing, the "blindness" departs. 
The Spirit of Grod is now melting their hearts ; 
The days of their exile will soon all be fled. 
And then the day joyful — ^^As life from the dettf^*^ 

But poor, bleeding Africa I so long spoiled and robbed ! 

Whose hearts with keen anguish and sorrow have throb- 
bed— 

Does no star of gladness on {hem yet arise, 

To cheer up their souls, and to banish their sighs ? 

Yes ! glwy to Jesus! — "the fields are all white" — 
Their summer has come, atfd the "harvest is ripe ;" 
The laborer here shall receive a rich crop, 
From vallies and plains, and the high mountain top. 

They lift up their voices, and stretch forth the hand 
To you, and to me, and to all in this land : 
With earnest entreaties, beseech us to haste. 
And bring them the news of free gospel grace. 

From Capetown, and Palmas — Dahomey, Mt Moon, 
The Senegal, Gambia, and noble Gaboon ; 



92 PO£lICS ON YAUIOUS SUBJBOTS. 

From places too numerous to mention, they cry-— 
"ConM aver and help us, before we all die." 

The World is in motion, awaking from sleep. 
But Satan is striving all quiet to keep ; 
He sends forth his legions to lead those astray^ 
Who 're anxiously seeking to know the right way. 

What meaneth, O ! Christian, the^ *<»gns of Ihe 

times?" 
This anxious enquiring 'mid all tongues and clkuei ? 
What say they to you^ as a servant of God ? 
'*^me, and proclaim My scUvcUion abroad.^ 

The ^bUness** and ^'ripeness** of nations has come, 
And whatever we do, must be speedily done : 
To Truth they 11 now listen, receive and obey — 
But soon will grasp error, if yet we delay. 

O ! come, then, all lovers of God, and of man, 
Assist in proclaiming the blood-purchased plan ; 
Thrice blessed are they who this work freely ehaoWf 
But cursed, like Meroz, axe all who refuse. 



REDEMPTION FROM SIN. 

Come, all-victorious Lamb, 
Thou whose alone I am, 

Come, rule my heart : 
Enter with all Thy train- 
Let every foe be slain. 
Without a rival reign 

In every part. 
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Subdae each yain desire, 
And kindle now the fire 

Of heavenly love : 
From sin, O, set me free, 
That I may holy be, 
And worship only Thee, 

Here and above. 

Wash me from all my guilt 
In Thy dear blood they spilt 

On Calvary; 
My nature renoTate, 
Wholly anew create, w 

And make me, for Thy sake, 

What I should be. 

Thou all-sufficient art, 
Then Thy rich grace impart. 

As I have need : 
In strong temptation's hour. 
When Satan would devour, 
O! guard me from his power, 

And safely lead. 

While from Thy bouse Tm barr'd. 
And trials press me hard. 

Be Thou my stay ; 
And be, as saith Thy word. 
My ^Shidd and great reward,^ 
My "Light and Joy," O, Lord, 

Through all the way. 
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Help me to watcli and pray, 
To serve Thee night and day, 

And never cease. 
When all my toils are o'er, 
Keceive me to that shore, 
Where troubles come no more. 

And all is peace. 



DEATH IN A PENITENTIARY. 

Stretched on hi? couch t e wretched pris'ner lies, 

His burdened bosom heaves with mournful sighs — 

His wasted skeleton and pallid cheek, 

And sunken eye, that death is near, bespeak. 

He feels it — and the **King of Terrors" dreads, 

As nearer, and with quickening pace he treads : 

In vain, on flattering hopes of life he hangs, 

Disease has struck its deep envenomed fangs. 

A thousand troubling thoughts now fill his mind, 

A life of crime, and sins of every kind ; 

Wa guilt and condemnation, too, appears, 

And fills his soul with dark, foreboding fears. 

In vam we point him to the Lamb of God, 

And speak of pardon through His precious blood — 

Urge him, in vain, to yield, repent, believe, 

And firee salvation from the Lord receive. 

His un/e, far off, he wants to see once more. 

Before departing fi*om this earthly shore : 

Thinks more of kindred, friends, and things below, 

Than whither shall his naked spirit go-— 

And tiiinks, to die in such a wretched place, 
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Will be a stigma, nothing can erase ; 
O'er this he mourns — on this his mind doth dwell. 
While thus he hangs 'twixt heaven, earth, and hell. 
Poor man ! deluded thus, and captive led 
By Satan — now he's numbered with the dead. 
While he delayed^ the dreaded monster came, 
And drew the deadly bow — nor missed his aim — 
He fdl — But ah ! he fell, no more to rise, 
Till the Arch-angel's trumpet shakes the skies : 
Not then, we fear, to dwell with saints in light — 
But hear his doom, and sink to endless night 
How dread ! that from this prison-house of wa, 
A man should to eternal dungeons go ! 
O might they now the friendly warning take, 
And to their Refuge, Christ, for life, escape. 
Alas I how few the admonition heed, 
And feel that they a preparation need ! 
Careless they laugh and sport around the dead. 
And on the verge of foaming billows tread ! 
The stiffened corpse is put beneath the earth — 
Then, as before, they join in foolish mirth, 
Ml God, in righteous judgment, from on high, 
Shall sunmions send, and call on them to die ! ! 



THE PRISONER'S PRAYER. 

O ! gracious Redeemer, now seated on high, 

And circled with glory around — 
Behold a poor worm, with a pitying eye. 

And let Thy rich mercy abound. 
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I 
Though Angels and Seraphs encirole Thy throne, 

And cast their bright crowns at Thy feet ; 
Yet -wilt Thou regard a poor prisoner's groan, 
Who ventures Thy favor to seek. 

On earth Thou wast hated, derided, and slain, 

"And tempted in all points as we :** 
That Thou, in our trials, temptations and pain, 

"A merciful" Savior might be. 

To Thee, then, I come, to unbosom my heart, 

And cast upon Thee all my care ; 
Assured Thou wilt not bid me empty depart. 

Nor turn a doaf ear to my prayer. 

My enemies. Lord, as the hairs of my head, 

So many, on all sides, arise ; 
My life, in the dust, they are anxious to tread. 

While Justice and TrtUh they despise. 

False witnesses join, in their malice and ipite* 

With those who breathe cruelty out ; 
But Rulers, and People, and Preachers unite, 

To compass my footsteps about 

To Thee, for protection and safety, I flee, 
And trust in Thy word, as I*m taught , 

Thy speedy salvation, O, Lord, let me see. 
And bring their devices to nought. 

They wrest all my words, and their meaning penrsrt, 

And mischiefs against me devise ; 
My pious intentions and efforts subvert, 

And multiply infamous lies. 
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O ! be Tkf>m my tM^^ mjSkUiid^tmt^A'hmm' 

InTheeallmy tKiiat.l.Te^Q»»;; .. % 

Stretck out for my help Thiae omnipoteat amiy 
I II smile at the tempest that Horn, 

From those who sarroond me — ^bat more fiom my lieiiit, 

TemptatiOD8,]iiicehiUows,4pMllt - 
O ! when I 'm eotieed-from-iqinghlBeftlo puii ' 

Pre0erTe) blessed Jettu^JDj seoL 

And suffer me not to be 'Hempted and tried, 
Abore what I'm able tobearf* ' . ' w 

*M wmf of tfcApe," in temptatkm, p«y»ykte, * ** 
And grant me Ac weapon, ***4i.t ' rkXrttLf - 

*\* ' .- . ■ ... f' 

Gire me, in my sufferings, with patience to wmt^ 

And meet, with submission, Thy "mil ; 
To "know," in afflictions and bo^ds, for Tfxy sale,. 

That "Thou art my GW"— and *«be i^* ; " 

A fiiith in Thy wisdoxn, Thy powej a^d to^et : 
Which npthing isw^ 9^ke» now bestow ; 

Thai all my allo^aenja deeo^ from above, 
And all work foiLpi9e<2,^hece.beIow. 

O ! make me n .&^tfstin^ wherever I 'm cast, 

**Werit m me to wijl and to do ;" 
Then bring me, when toilings and conflict^ are |iMrt, 

My God a^ my Savior to view. 

Unworthy of lavor» <Hr notieoy am I, 
No merit oi^foodaess I olaim ; 
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M^ioiM IB in this— that the Saviour did 
These bleaungs I aak in His name. 



EMANCIPATION IN THE W. I., Aug. 1, 1838. 

Hail ! day to be remembered long, 
Bf aU who love the haman raee ; > - 

At thy return, in Freedom^M wong^ 
We join to sing, with smiling face. 

At thy approach, in 'thirty-ei^t, 
What Ittg emotions swelled the he«rt 

Of thousands, in a wretched state, 
Which thy glad beams would from them part 1 

Their chains fell quick — their fetters broke, 
The rising sun proclaimed them frte — 

Eight hundred thousand then awoke, 
To taste the sweets of Liberty ! 

The Driver's horn refused to sound, 
His cracking whip was heard no more ; 

Bat ringing bells, and shouts around. 
Echoed their joy from shore to shore. 

Fxom chattleship to manhood changed, * '^ 

Like creatures new, they felt, and spake j 

iSSe joyful crowds in order ranged, ^ 

Praised God for such a blessing great 

The wife and husband haste to meet — ■ ) 

Long severed by the Tyrant's power; 



PbSMS dlt TAXtOth 8t1SJtCT«U M 



ChMrefi, llieir bQfl^lost ptreiitB g^'M;,'-* ' 
And O ! tiie raptoreff af tlisfe iioiir! 

The father doth each one embrace, 
And then recounts ^dr nofrrom past ; 

While 'down the care->jrbriai toathm'ki fhco, 
Bright tearir o^ /(^ are fti(^Kng fiust 

Together then, they jbin in praise, 
For all the wondtfv God has done : 

Wisdom implonk, to gtnde th^ir' ways, 
In all the changes yet to come. 

They bury all the whipa and chi^ns, ? . * 

And labor cft««r/ii;fy ibr pay : 
Foqset their sorrows, stripea and painty 

lQ''l«;>;mie«s from day to day. 

Their hearts enlarge — ^their minds inqa r ows 
Since freed from Slavery's ivil^rtN^ cwms 

Increase in kaowiedge, faith «ild love, - . ' 
Aad bKeasIii^ all around disperse. - 

01 when diaU our land thus be free, 
From all tiMeurt»4>£ ^SVoMry f 
Aadp^m^ by blest Mparisus^, too* 
WlM SUKPOJC for m^nkilid will do ? 
MiaaoiTKi Pevitextiabt, Aug. 1, 1844. 



i. 



l*^J^>^^<lll^'^<'^i<»rfi^»»l^J'» ^ >^^— 



BIRTH-DAT BEFLECTION— No. 8. 

Twdre months have xoUed^ once more, their lafjAtQQt^ 
Aad I» « pns'ner in the fleskiemain ; 
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While otiien now lie mouldering in the gfotuiid, 
I lire to hail mj notoZ <ia;y again. 

But what is life I or who would wiah to lirOt ■ 
And linger out his ten and three-score jear^ 

For all the joys and sweets that earth oan j;ife,'^ 
Comnungled with so many bitter teaxs ? 

Tis true, that pleatures mingle with the pain* ... , - 
Of which no pen can paint reality ;. ^ ^ ^ 

But — spring they from relations we susUuiu ..,.,:.. 
To endless life — to Immortality. 

The thoughts of Beti^-<£ everUtaUng p^^ce^ 
When freed from this terrestrial «bode« ' . 

Support the soul to wut for her releaae 
With patience — while she sings along the vmA •■ 

But no^akmefiram mundane, thorny ground,. •-':. 

WheM tfaiitlesi weeds, and briars only growM*. i ' 
Can one faint ray of happiness be found, ' - ^ ' 

To cheer the trailer through this world of Wa^ 

'Tis thus— though prison waUs my stqps endoaVf C* 
And iron doors, with ban and lodes ooafiiM-Hi - /-: 

Though wicked men, wifch rage, my way o p p a w > ' ^> 
And earth and hell against my soul^ombiiMN^^ ■■"'*^ 

Though long debarred, in 6od*s own house, a seat- 
The rich delight <^ mingling with the saints, 

Where all the holy, foithful, happy, meet, 
To join in prayer and praise without restraints— 

Tlunigh pMssed with heavy labors all the day, 
From mom till night, for weeks, and montht an^ ftMlts 



.-.•V 
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And oft disturbed wlien on my kneeito prayj 
Amidconftision, noise, and impiom je 



Tis thus my mind is quiet kept — ^with peao • 
And joy unspeakaUe my soul is blest — 

"Soom win these troublings of the wicked CSAsk, 
And toon the weary find eterkal best." 

Tken wkst are all my toils and sufferings here, 
Compared with glory soon to be possessed? 

For me, mj Saviour shortly willappeftTi 
And take me home to dwell among tiie blest 

The quick succession of my passing years, 
That like ''swift ships," are wafting me aloni^ 

Tea, «!very day and night that disappeani 
Proclaim — ^I soon shall with the dead helonc* 

Sludl ewrlhly pleasures, then, engage my mind ? 

Or wealA? or praise of men ? or lensdsil %tm f 
Let woHdlinys seek in these their bHss to ilnd, 

B«tl will strive, my Ood to love, and f^eaae. . 

Mnehof my precious time, to waste has run,— 
Too sluggish been my soul — my thodghti too 

O I LonI, fbrgiTe — graht strength to days to 
■ Nor lelme fVom Thy presenee rove again. 

Hit kmsig kindness let me now record, 

And note the wonders He hath Tor us wrought : 

^My soul dotii bless and magnify the Lord,** 
Who SBlS^lutt ihmugh dl oor triab br<mglit 
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To HI a precious priyilege was given — ; 

A btesnng great indeed — a lamp — a light, 
Bj which we sang and read, and wrote at even. 

When safely locked within our cell at ni^^t 

When long secluded from all earthly friends, 
With whom we oft had to the Temple walked, 

(Though God, by Hia oum presence^ made amends,) 
Sweet counsel took, and of our Saviour talkedr— 

In I£s own time, (which always is the best,) 
He sent those to us whom we lov'd most diear ; 

And (diverse from all favors to the rest) 
We converse had without restraint or fear ! 

O ! seasons, long to be remembered, they — 
We sang Crod's praise — together joined in pni|Eei^.^ ' 

Met and commingled hearts, from day to day, * 
And on the Sabbath had a feast more rare. 

The hand o£ God, so plain, we could but own, . . 

That caused e'en wicked men to treat us so — .,. 
Besought, when bow'd together 'fore His thione, ; 

That He would, with them, on their journey go. 

How nMmy precious letters, too, we've had, : .. : . < 

From those we could not see, or hear their Toioe. j< ■ i j 
Which strengthened, cheered our heSErts, and mad» Aem 
glad. 
Sweetened our tcnls, and made our souls rejcMWif .r. •. 

. *i ■/. 
And obi what seasons in our ^^halloiced eellP* 
Where nnners wept — for mercy loudly criect— . 
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Where conoerta met, of Jesus' love to tell I 
Though many, ah ! alas I have turned aside. 

O ! glorious dajs — But they are now ng mart — 
A *'king who knew not Joseph," soon arose : 

With him, dark clouds spread our horixon o*er, 
He stopped our class, and did all good oppose. 

What hoBooc then among the lambs was made — 
Exposed to wolves, and not alfowed to meet I 

Discouraged, tempted, woak, ah ! many stni^edf 
Whioh made our souls in secret places weep. 

Tet Grod is wise^ who doth such things allow, 
And what is hed^ He better knows thaa we; 

Low at his feet we then will humbly bow, 
And wait, till His salvation we shall see^ 

Still, blessings great, of which we were in need — 
Bich funds of gospel knewledge-^books and 

We kave received, on whioh our souls may feed. 
And gain new strength for future firesb atneks. 

The word of God is swrey and cannot fiul — 
Though seeming evils o'er us long may bfood — 

Though men and devils join our peace t' assttl, 
He win withhold from Saints no real good. 

Come, then, my soul, in Him place all your trust — 
Learn wisdom, patience, faith, from all that's past : 

And when this flesh lies slumbering in the dusty 
Ton *11 shout, on high, **a2/, aix is well," at last 



BENEFITS OF AFFLICTION. 

** IT IS GOOD rOK ME THAT I HAVE BEEN xi'FLlCTKD.* 

'T is good for me that I have f^lt 
Thy chastening hand, O ! Godi 

Thy strokes of love my heart do melt, 
And I will kiss the rod. 

'T is good for me—that I may learn 
The secrets of my heart ; ' 

And every traitor there discern, 
That would from Thee depart. 

T is good— to mortify the flesh; 

And an its lusts subdue ; . .' 

That every power which I possea* ' ^ 

May yield allegiance true. 

'.• .-I" 

.. ^isgoodfor m0— that Imay see . .. i/. 
. How weak I am, and frail ; 
How aoon, unless upheld by Thee, 
This tenement would fail. 

'T is good— that I may learn how vai^ . . 

Is all that Earth can boast— , ^, 

Its wealth, and beauty, pleasure, £un^ , . 

Mere childish toys, at most 

'T is good— that 1 may learn to place 

My whole desire above— ' 

liky seek the smiles of Jesus' flace, ' 

*" ■ And visits of His love. 
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Tisgood— tbatlmiQrpi^tiioBiai : 

In suffering and distNas : 
Kqow how to soothe their heayy wflM 

And caUnthe trotibled braast 

T i8 good— to teach me how to pw^— 

To feel the worth of prayer : 
To cleave to God from day to day; 

Atid on Him cast my caa> 

'Tis good— that I may learn Thy word— 

Us hidden riches find ; - 
The peaee and comfit lliey aflbrd, 

To satisfy the mind. 

'T is good for me — ^that I may proTe 

Thy every Promise sure ; 
Howfulll.howi^i what power to soodie! 

Upon them,' how secoraJ 

T is good — as silver to refine, 

And pnrge away my dross ; 
To make His image in. me shinet 

Who hung upon the cross. 

^Tis good— to conquer my self-wiD, 

Which would r^ist the rod; 
That I, submissive, may **be still, ; 

And know thttt Thau art God." 

*Tis good— that I may trust tsxdj^ve-- 

When stomto of sorrow lower-^ 
Thy wisdom, goodness, and Thy lore, 

Thy iaithfulneM trnd power. 
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'T is good for me— and Ais T Inow,' 
Thai He who gives me Ibod, 

Will cause, to me, while here bekiw, 
^^M things to work for OOOD.*^ 

'Tis good— that I maj think oi death, 

And be prepared to die: 
Maj dwell, when called to yield mj hr^9£tk, 

With Thee, above the sky. 

'T is good—I praise Thee, and adere 

The way I have been led; 
And with delight I '11 trace it o'er, 

When I fair Canaan tread. 

O ! Lord, H is good— and now let coma 

Whatever Thou seest best : 
I will pronounce it all toell done^ 

And in Thy pleasure rest 



ON THE DEATH OP A CHILD. 

(bt bequest of the mother.) 

The darling <rf* my breast, 
Is quietly at rest. 

Beneath the clod : 
That form, so dear to me, 
Which I no longer see. 
It was a gift most /r€«, 

Bestowed by God. 
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When him I did receiT*, 
I hop'd be long woold HTe^ 

My eardity prop— 
My comfort and my staj, 
Through all Ufe'a dreary way^ 
Till caird from earth away, 

My flesh should drop. 

Batsach was not designed 
By the Eternal Mind— 

My son is gone I 
I own the just decree, 
Tib right, it thns should be, 
O Lord, I yield to Thee, 

"Thy will be done." 

" He gare and took away," 
And cheerfully I'll say, 

"Blest be Hit name." 
Though earthly comforts die, 
The Lord, who rules on high. 
My Helper eyer nigh, 

Remains the same. 

How sweet to feel while here. 
My Saviour ever near, 

To cheer my heart! 
He moi« than makes amends, 
For loss of children, friends, 
And heavenly med'cine sends 

To heal the smart. 



.1^ rOISMfl ON< TAEIdVS ftUBJICOri. 

My child shall ne'^r return :* 
But like a Seraph, bane^ 

Before the. thrpna ; ., 

To him I soon shall gp^ , . 4- 
And leave this yradd pf wq» . ^ 
Eternal joys to know, . . : T 

AVith Christ at hwnet 

Though here, he scarce could ^ak, 
Yet now he can repeat , 

The song above ; 
He shines in bright attire, ^ 
And strikes the golden lyre, . 
Each note ascending higher, ^ 

To Jesus' love. 

Sing on, through endless days. 
Sing loud your Saviour's praf^,' 

Who brought you there ; 
Your mother -^^ill not weep. 
For soon she hopes to meet ~ 
In some divine retreat, 

Your bliss to share. 



THE SUF^RIKG CHRISTIAN ENCOURAGED. 

From Earth, And all its cares, 
Its vanities aiid snares* 

Its Unlsy-and sorrows, paiAf and woes ; 
We soon shall find release, . 
In everlasting peace, 

"VSHiere joy unmixed, forever flows. 



POISH8 4>N YJLRIOCJS 9UBJBCT9. 19i^ 

There Jesns dif^s m Kgfit, 
And majesty so bright, 

As ne'er beheld by mortal eS^ ; • * " 

His glory fills the place, 
And beams of heavenly grace, 

niame the nhmingtrnxha on higL 

Exalted on His throne, 
His smile is Miss uAkiiewo, 

And fiilisi all heftven with mwMngfmHk^; 
Hi' adoring armies faUf < >'-.' 

Aad with delight eartol ''■■- 

His matchless love, through endless dayt. 

Hie saintB arrayed in whiter ' 

With Angels, there umte, -^ 

To sound and tweep the gotdeiilyMf 
With ecstacies they trace 
The eoniiets they have past, 

And tune their hearts and voi^s h%lier. 

What then are Bufferings here ^ 
That glorioQs day is near, 

Wheb we shall leave theih all lifehlnd; ' 
No Prisons there — ^nor aoght 
To cause one anxious thought, 

Or discompose oar peaceftrl »iivd. - ' 

What*er our trials are, ' 
Let us, by faith Yiod^ilreyer, 

9Np<v»or to ^ufm«U arise ;^ ^' ^* 

llAchmr irHhin th* yall. 
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And soon, with fuU-^read ml, 
We*ll reach oar haven in the dkiet. 
Oct. 25, 1844. 



ON THE RELEASE OF A PBISONER, 

AND GIVEN TO ONE WHO WAS PABI>ONXD. 

Gro, fellow Prisoner, here 80 long confined 
Bgr iroQ doorg, and locks, and gloooigr walls; 

Leare all thy tears and sufferings here bdiiiid, 
And answer to thy little children's oaBi. 

Go, find your darlings — wipe away their tears, 
Cheer up their hearts — iheir sorrows drire away ; 

Bid them to banish all their former fears, ' 
And now rejoice to see the wished-for day. 

Go, find that weeping, brdcen-heaii^d wife, 
Whom you have caused to mourn, by evil wmys ; 

Go, sweeten now, her long imbittered life, 
And in God's fear together spend youjr days. 

€ro to your friends, whom you have mada to weep, 
And who have followed you with many prayers ; 

Go, wipe the tear from off that furrowed cheeky 
And Hf^ten life's oppressive, anxious cares. 

Gro, ten them all, that you have seen and felt 

The evil of yo«r former wicked ways ; 
That Jeans' bve your hardened heart did melt, 

And filled yoHr month inth songs ci gxmtefbl pndae. 
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Go, show the toorldy by lx>ly, uprigbt actai 
And godly conversation joined with all, 

That you, henceforth, will mark your Sayioor^s trtckt, 
And do, in eartiestj on His name now calL 

Go, fellow-pria'ner — go, be useful — go, 
And be to man a blessing, where you dwell ; 

The end of sinful ways to sinners show. 
Which lead to Prisons, Gallows, and to HelL 

Go, serve Manasseh's Grod, and yours, till death, 
Nor e'er fbrget your lonely prison cell ; 

Remember those in bonds with prayerful breirfth, 
And meet me, finally, in heaven — ftrewell. 

Oct. 25, 1844. 



.«s>^<»bAi^*" ^<r/">-«iAi^«^«.* 



INVITATION AND WARNING. 

Attend, mourning captive, convicted, condemned— 
" Glad tidings," I bring you, to day, from a friend ; 
A Pardon, for all, Pm commissioned to bring. 
Who now will repent, and submit to their King. 

Toa all have reibdled^ and deserve not to live, 
Yet still He is gracious, and waits to forgive ; 
He as^ not your death, nor large money demands, 
But voSling ibedimct to all His ccHnmandi. 

If now you'll coni^Ms and forsake every tin, 
With hearty allegiance return unto Him, 
Hell grairt a>vtf /HDt/oii for all that is past, 
Yea, comfort, defend, and receive yon, at last 
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But if with fhese tenns yon refiae to eotitfiy^ ' 
The sentence is past, and 70a Atrely mndt ^ ; 
~ * There's nothing can sare jaiiy l)ut this I pfoclam, - 
^^Repentance toward God, and true Jmlk inhianigmt. 

Oh I why will You slight this free offer of life! 
And madly continue your unequal strife 
With Him who. can stop, in a moment, your Imiiibi, 
And plunge you, forever, in dariLuesB and deaCh ? 

Oh, stop ! and consider, before it's too late, . 
YiekL now to the offer, while mercy doth wAit ; 
O ! come, dying mortals, why make this delay ? ^ 
C(»ne, ceaat your rebellion, submit to Hia sirny. . 

Come, ye who accept it, and give me your hand, 
In pledge that you'll serve in Emanuel's band ; 
^ Be faithful lill death, and a crown Hell bestow," 
Outshiniog in splendor, all things here below. 

To all who rtject it, one word we would say, 
" Remember-*— remember, we've warned you to d^y •, 
And now must we leave you bound madly for belt ? 
Then, judgment-bound travlers, we bid jonfanrnfiL 



GOD'S PROMISE OF GOOD. 

" I will torely do thee good/* 

WiSbA word o£ Ptonise, sure, 
•Whiali throngfa agea, firm hag atood^ 
' Asd ibrerer ihaU endatw. 
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Christ Himself^ tl^e void has givBu 

To His sujQferii^ members here. 
When from pUce to place, they're dnven, 

This shall animate and cheer. 

Severed from companions dear^ 

Friends or kindred torn awaj — 
Christians, dry the fallijpig tenr, 

God himself will be your stay. 

On a bed of sickness laid, 

This shall soothe, and heal the smart. 
So illumine death^s dark shade, 

You will cheerfully depart.' 

Though in Prisons dEark, immured. 

With sore trials greatjy pressed ; 
Of this Promise be assured, 

And in quiet on it rest. 

Foes may frown, and friends fbrsake, 

Waves of sorrow o*er you rofl;-^ 
This supports in eyety state, 

And revives the drooping soul. ^ 

Though to us, short-sighted, frail, ' »^ 

' All may geem to work fi>r ill ; . " ' "• 

This sweet Promise cttnnotfctil, 

All shall work our ftes^^D^^d stilL 
• 

Courage, then, ye chastened saints, ' - 

Let no woftrow fill your mind ; 

Cease your murmuring and eomplatiits, 
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Plead His Promise, faithfal, true- 
Wait, submissive to His will; 

Soon, He will appear to yon. 
And will every word fulfil. 

Then rejoice, in all His ways, 
Living in a cheerful mood ; 

And you'll own, e'er many days. 
He did " surely do totj good." 



DEPARTURE OF ALANSON WORK, FROM 
PRISON.— Jan. 20, 1845. 

Our dear loving brother, our " Faithful " has gone, 
Our prison companion, six months, and three years ; 

His labors, and sutferings, his work here is done, 
We meet, perhaps, never, in this vale of teank 

What precious communion, and fellowship sweiet, 
We long have enjoyed in our hallowed cell ! 

While bowing in prayer, at Emanuers feet, 
And striving, in concert, His praises to swell. 

His trials, and sorrows, were as truly ours — 
With hi n we rejoiced, and together did mourn ; 

One object, one interest, engaged all our powers, 
To stand by the Truth until death, we were sworn. 

£Qs place here is vacant, but 'tis to supply 
That long-empty seat, by his own fire-side ; 

The sorrowing tear-drops to wipe from each eye, 
And for hii dear fiook needed comforts provide. 
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No more, at otur altar,' wit^ ru doth ho boW-^ 
No looger is hoard, in Oar praises, his Toioo ; 

He in the blest coorts of the Lord, worships moir^- 
And there, with the Bighteons, doth sing and 

O ! happy Aianson i released fi-om his chains^ • 
And Compassed by spirits akin to h» own; 

His tongue will break forth in unknown, joyfbl 
And tell with exulting, what Jesas has done. 

The songsSers of nature, hk bosom will cheer, 

And £arth*s blooming prospects, enraptove his sig^ 

The sound of ^ '^ church-going bell," he^an hear, ; : 
And Tiew happy throngs, with enlirenii^ ddighlb' ^ 

Go, go, happy brother, to fretdam again — 
' ' The great boon of heairen, improve and eiyoy; 
A little while longer, your partners remain, ^ = 

To labor and snffer — and ** tount ii all Jay.** 

Vta^erwen^ now, dear brother — £urewell, a^few di^% » 
Though parted in body, we're sdU joined as otte-; - 

Fdr aR* these afflictions, our Father we'U praise^. 
Fofeter adoring around the White Throne. 



•*G0, CHILD.'* 

(WBITTEN FOK MY |fOTHE».) 

Tea, go my dear child^ for the Lord calls for ftm^ 
Go forth, and perform what He tells you to do; 
I give yoo op gladly, to labor f'Ot Him, 
In turning thia wc^d from rebellion an^sin^ •. . 



IIG POKH8 ON VABIOUS •VB^SCTft 

I long fandl]r hoped it might so oideied be. 
That in my oid mge you might live near to ow^ 
To be my rapport, and comibrt, and prom 
MDuie in tins dark valley of tettrs I riubU atop. 

But Jesus will comfort and be my sure stay, 
He '11 grant me assistance and strength as my ^y ; 
So, ^ the poor HecOhen^ I bid you ftrow«ll, 
Go, hasten the nevrs of a Saviour to telL 



Why should I be selfish^ and keep yon at 
WMle hundreds of millions in darkness titm noMi I 
Their souls are as preoions as oar's — Ywl mmsf go^ 
do,-ehild to their rescue, and save them fcook w^ 

Though never again I may see your face km, . 
The thoii^t that you're um/W, my bosom ahdll 
I will not repine, but rejoicey I 've a child, 
Who 's wUling to labor for Savages wild. 

Go Aea^-my dear children— fear toil^ pain, nor i 
Go, pablish salvation in Jesus' name : 
Nor shrink e 'en from deaths for the sake of your J^qii^ 
Your crown will be brighter, and great your rewKcd^ 

Though I can't go with you, so gray are my hairSy 
Be sure I shall follow with multiplied prayers : 
Each morning and evening such blessings implore, 
As yon will most need on that far distant shore. 

iniflkeet yon in heaven, loaded with sheavesi, 
111 biA yonr approach from beyond the wide 8m»« 
There, (Aere widi the souls yon have saved, we vi]|«{Dgy 
And praise e v erm ore oar Enmnnel, King. 



^OBXa- Off -^JAIOISS 09 WM^ Iff 

Be bnmble — be liQlf-^4ie petieat^!4-l)e incttk^ 
And wisdom from faeavoa eentiiiQatty ^eek : 
Be tctive— be Bedou9«->iin|MKwe your^ifQe well, 
Aad show to the HeaUMi^ 1^ ChridUm/^-fyte^eM. 
March, 1845. 



THE LORD'S SCPI^ER; 

Around the table of our Lord, 

Who pleads for us above : 
Agfain We meet With one acc<ff4, 

To celebrate His love. 

Come, deac beloved,, vanture. otau^ .> 
With thankful hearts partake : ' 

Our gracious Master ever Jieai^ 
For QPr requests dotk wait 

Let us adore i!ie matchless grace, 
That breogbt Him fkmi on higii, - A 

To raffsv for our guiky Bace-^-^ . <« -t 
For yoto and ms, to die. '- 

/iittjfratkqdeouisei^iiifls^e ; 
To love and serve Him more — 
And spread the wonders of His name,^ 
Tb every distant shore. 

Com BOW, mjr eoal, tbj Ransom view, 
Wifeo ffeee ftem sin and hell: 

He b<»e-the vengeance doe to you, 
O! thnm His praiseB swell. 



US posMs OK TAxrom mnuscwfti 

Tbon Lamb of God, my Saeriice, ■ : 

I own Tbj ctainw oa me : 
Tboa art my aoul'a redemption prioor 
' And T will live fur thee. 

Now write Thy truth within my heart — 

Thy Spirit richly grant : 
And oh! Thyself to me iippart, 

For after Thee I pant 



BIRTH DAY REFLBCTION.^No. 4. 

August 12, 184i5. 

As sands, unceasing, from the glass. 
In quick succession rapid pass, ' 
So fly my days of exile here : 
And oh ! the happy day is near, ' ■' ' 
When God will dry up every tear, * 
And call me home. 

Another year of this short life 
Has passed, 'mid buffering, toil and strife: 
And while I view the past, to-day, ' 
With gratitude and love, I say, 
The Lord has been my Strength ami- fit»y 
At every step. 

While f^ars and dangers thickly met, 
To tempt my soul to pine and fret: 
His charnuDg voice has said, ^ Feair not. 
Though trying is your present lot^ ' 
. You sbaU not, by Me, be forgot, 
I '11 be your help.** 



While fierce diseases flocked around, ■ 
And man/ laid beneath the ground, 
My feeb'e frame severely shook : 
I cried, " Oi Lord, in merey look " — 
My case He freely undertook. 

And raised me up. . , ■ 

Long stretched upon my ^ison liedV 
The glorious Promises I read — 
Each one, with beavedty blessings fraugbt, 
Rich comfort to my spirit brought : 
And by them, sweet submission taught. 
My soul rejoiced. 

Sore trials have beset my path, 
While Hans roared around in wrath : ' 
But Daniel's Gk>d, of ancient age, 
Was present to restrain their rage, 
And hr ihy safety to engage 

His power divine. 

Dark, threatening clonds have intenMied, 
Which, fraught with evil only, seemed: 
But everlasting arms were spread. 
To shield my poor defenceless head. 
While Gracs preserved mf eonl ikwa direod^ 

Staid on the Lorijlli H 

No earthly friends have venttued qmu*; 
To visit a, poor Prisoner :• 
Their arm was short — though great their care, 
Who gladly would my burdens share — 
* That is, daring the preyions year. 



But Ood has heard a pria'ner's prayer 
III times of need. 

In each distress, in every strait, 
His loving kindness has beien great : 
While millions of the wretched poor, 
Have more than I been called t' endure. 
My ** bread and water ^ has been sure, 
And every good. 

And since, through all my conflicts past, 
His potent arm has held me fast, 
I will upon His care depend — 
Believe He'll help we to the end, 
And evecy needed comfort send^ : 
While here I sti^. 

A few more days — my work is donA^-<» 
The battle foughtr~the victory won — 
And then, on Canaan's happy shore, 
Where chains And Prisons nm no mer^* 
With saints and Augek, I'll adore / 
My God and King. 

.01. hasten on the glodous time^ . 
^ When I shall in His image shine — 

Serai>hie love my soul inflame. 
While aileloiu toHis name, . 
Reecho o' er the heavenly plain, 
CHorytoGod! 



THE GOSPEL VESSEL. 

On the rougli, stormy, tempestuous Ocean, 

The ocean of Time, is my yessel now cast ; 
The winds and the billows, in dreadful commotion^ 

While fiercely contending, quite o'er my sides dash. 
Tet still I *m secure, in the "old Ship of Zion," 

Which bravely outrides all the tempests that rise : 
Her fflgn, in bold front, is old Judah's tried ^^Lum^ 

That all opposition and danger defies. 

We hare a good Ca^atn— Emanuel, Jesus, 

Who safely has landed His millions at home ; 
From all threat* ning evils He cheerfully firees ns, 

And never has lost, of His passengers, one. 
Bot, oh 1 how we feast on provision celestial, 

The fruits of the country to which we areboopd : 
Kb such royal dainties in regions terrestrial, 

By any poor mortal was ever yet jfound. 

Oar PUot is skilful — the blest Spirit Holy — 

The rocks, shoals, and quicksands He perfecily kaovif ; 
To guide us through safely, we trust in Bim solely, H 

Conficto in His wisdom, though surge overflow!. . 
Onr C(0mpa9«,the Bible, is true and unfailing, 

And constantly points to the haven of Love : 
It is oor ChaH, also, minutely detailing 

Our course to the bright, happy country above. 
7 
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Our (sure, steadfast Anchor, The Hops of Salvation, 

Takes hold on the bottom of Promise secure ; 
llid whirlwinds, tornadoes, and floods of temptation, 

It holds the Ship firmly — and safety is sure. 
By close self-inspection, the dd line oi Soundingy 

We clearly discover the truth of our state : 
Discern thus Uie rocks, and the danger of groundiii^ 

And for preservation all hands are awake. 

For Ballast, to hold us in upright position. 

Amid the waves dashing, and hurricane gales, 
We carry sore Trials, and heavy Affliction, 

Which steady the vessel, and safely she sails. 
A good Christian Diary — where, progress and courses, 

Events of importance we faithfully place — 
Is used as our Log-bookj for future resources. 

That all who desire, our hist'ry may trace. 

Our Sailors are numerous — the pure gospel Try. acwebb^ 
Who watch for our safety, and toil day and night; 

And in NavigaHon, a number are Teachers, 
Who train up young Sailors to work with delight 

The Soul, with rich diamonds and spices, our Cargo, 
Surpassing in value what worldlings can bring ; 

And on these, our treasures, we fear no embargo, 
A^oie all are insured by our heavenly King. 

To catch the fiiir breezes, our Satis wide extended. 
Are beauteous for Angels or men to behold : 

ilrm Trust is our Main-sail, and with it are blended, 
Repentance and Courage — unflinching and bold — 

Sweet Temperance, and Knowledge, Lonohsuffks- 
iNG, and Meekness, 
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FoBOiYEKESS, and Jot, Brotheb-kinpness, deatli- 
strong, 
FoBBBARANCE, and Patience, and heavenly Swebt- 

NE88, 

Wliile CHARITY, lovely, to all these belong. 

Infesdng our Ocean, are bold Pirates, many, 

Belen6essly crael, and valiant in fight ; 
They know neither mercy nor pity for any, 

And Bullions have fallen before their great might 
Thoi^h oft met in conflict — on all sides smronnded 

By fleets of these Aliens so hard to be driven, 
Our two-edged sword left them scattered and woonded, 

And to our brave Captain all glory be given. 

Our Sftils 0et for heaven, and winds gently blowing, 

We icxm shall arrive in tibe hai^bor, all safe : 
Yes, glory I full swifUy already we're going — 

It 's now in full view by our Telescope, Faith. 
We see &e bright Angels preparing to meet us, 

And Mansions, and Glory, our tongues cannot tell; 
Hofanna! Amenl Alleluia I Thei^ greet u»^ 

And shout us all welcome 1 ! Farewell, Earth, Fiue- 
weU! 

PEx^rrBXTiABT, Sept. 10, 1845. 



A FETITION^TO GOV. J. C. EDWABBS. 
To thee, O, Ruler of this Sovereign State, 
A •offernig Fris'ner his request would make ; 
Be pleased to lend a condescending ear, 
And in compassion his petition hear* 
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Bjr way of premise, suffer me to gay, 
That fooT long years, and more, bave rolled away, 
ISnce from my friends and kindred I was torn, 
And left them all, my doleful state to mourn. 

An aged mother, Sir, whose bowels yearn, 
And who has waited long her son's return — 
An old gray-headed father, too, whose pity moyei^ 
And longs once more to see the Son he loves — 
Jiiit o*er the gaping tomb, with grief^ they bend, 
WhiW their unceasing prayers to heaven ascend, 
That they their long-lost son may live t' embrace. 
And view again, in time, his toil-worn face. 

The partner of my joys and griefs for life, 
My bosom friend, and my espoused wife. 
Has Wlaited through these long and mournful yean, 
With earnest prayers, and cries, and floods of teani^ 
To see the day when we could leave our hcxne. 
And go where Pagans in their darkness roam. 
To pcnnt them to the tin-atoning blood, 
And say to all, "Behold the Lamb of God.^ ' 

Hundreds of millions, in the deepest thrall 
Of BIB, send up to me thtnr earnest call, 
To hasten to them, and the way make known. 
By whicb they may escape the "wrath to come ,*" 
By thousands — far beyond the reach of hope — 
They daily sixft, in deep despair to grope. 
1 'flir, their loud entreaties pierce my heart. 
And for their good, I gladly now would part 
¥^th parents, kindred, country, home, and friendly 
To go where'er my heavenly Master sends ; 
And spend the remnant of my fleeting days, 
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In turning Heathen from their sinful ways. 

But I 'm yowr Prisoner, Sir, nor can I go. 
Until a pardon from your hand I show. 
I 'm here confined within these dismal walls, 
Which seem almost to bar out mercy's calls ; 
And here I long have been, and labored hard, 
From friends and Christian intercourse debarr*d. 
Here have I suffered^ too, both day and night. 
What Time itself can never bring to light. 

They tell me I'm a Fe/on, and receive 
But what strict Justice, by the Law, doth |^ve. 
But can tho fact by any be denied, 
There passed a twelpe-monthf* after I was triedf 
Before the House and Senate did enact 
The Law J which made it a State's Prison act f 
And on th* Assembly-men of 'forty-two,t 
Who published to the people statutes new, 
Could I now call them, one by one, for proof ? 
Must they not all confess this is the truth f 

Could you, Sir, rule the people of this State, 
Before they chose you for their Magistrate ? 
Do Lawyers have it in their power to make 
New laws, to suit the case they undertake ? 
If Legislators do not Laws provide. 
To meet the wants a£ State where they reside, 
Do private persons have the power, at will, 
To try, condemn, imprison, and to kill ? 
And should they thus, unthout a law^ proceed, 

* Since my liberation, I have received a copy of iha Latl^ and 
find th it it was not passed until more than xh&sv tjcaba after 
we were fanpr.soned. 

t It was by those of ^fm-ty-fiva 
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Should not the EGgh Authorities take heed, 
And rid the injured person from their hands — 
nen furnish Laws which public good demandi ? 

However, this I to your judgment leave, 
Af you may different from myself believe. 

A Felon grant I am— what then 's the case ? 
Can smiling mercy, therefore, have no place ? 
And must a Felon, e'en, who truly weeps, 
' And pardon firom his God, contritely seeks — 
Amendment promises to all mankind — 
Most he no mercy frtMu his fellow find ? 

Wherein I 've injured God or man, I mourn, 
And ^m all sinful ways do truly turn ; 
And if a promise more, from me, you claim, 
I say, I never will do thus again.]: 

And now, in view of what has just been said, 
I wiU, before you, my petition spread ; 
And mercy, mercy, mercy, is my plea — 
That you grant will a captive, liberty, — 
T¥ill, in your, gracious clemency, extend 
A helping hand, and rich deliverance send — 
For a poor worm your sovereign power employ, 
And cause ten thousand hearts to leap for joy. 

'Tis not alone for self I plead — no—no— 
For I myself could cheerful undergo 
The sufferings trials, toils— and yield my breath 
Witah sweet composure, in the arms of Death, 
Which soon must overtake me, if I here 
Much longer stay. But f is to dry the tear 
, Of ireejung yHcnA— a numerous list : and more— 

X Go into a Slave State for Slaves. 
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That ] may hasten to some distant shore, 
Where sound of Jesus never yet was heard— 
Where Satan, in his kingdom undisturbed, 
Sways human mind. There — there to them unfiild 
The sacred Gospel's plan ; and from his hold, 
The arch-Deceiver drive with truth divine- 
That light of Revelation there may shine, 
Dispelling thence the cheerless, midnight shades, • 

And guide to realms where darkness ne'er invadeft^^ 
Where joys celestial fill th' expanded soul, 
And beams of glory radiate the whole. 

And now, it lies alone with you to say 
If I may go — or longer here must stay, 
While millions sink to flames of endless wo^ 
Because I could not to them sooner go. 

1 naay I go ? Can*t you my Pardon grant ? . 
Ten thousand thousand will your kindness thaak. 
Othert have been released — O ! why not I ? 
Or must I here remain, and droop and die? 
I plead for mercy — for my Parents* sake : 
I i^ead for mercy — for my ConaorVs sake : 
I plead for mercy — ^for the Heathen^ s sake : 
I plead for mercy — ^for MissourVa sake : 
I plead for mercy — for our JVation's sake : 
I plead for mercy — ^for my Saviour's sake. 

A brother, and companion on my charge. 
Has been restored to liberty, at large ; 
For which, a thousand thanks to heaven ascend. 
And shall, in blessings, on your head descend. 
And thousands more, with prayers for you shall rise, 
As sweet and grateful incense to the skies, 
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If a poor CaptiTe's prayer shall reach your heart, 
And draw from you, the word, "In peace depart" 

I am a Christian, Sir, and Christ, my Lord, 
Wih bless, with vast and infinite reward. 
Hie man, who to His suffering subject shows 
Compcusion^ and relief from heavy woes. 

In view of our relationship as men, 
Which should all sinful prejudice condemn — 
* In view of 'prayers, and tears, and many sighs. 
Which daily to Jehovah's throne arise- 
In view of millions sinking down to hell, 
Whose sufferings mortal lips can never tell — 
In view of H.ue, which soon will be no more, 
But waft us to a distant, unknown shore — 
In view of Death, which hastens on apace, 
To usher us before the Judge's face — 
In view of that great, final, reck'ning day. 
When we shall hear Him to His children say, 
"Come near, ye blessed, and sit down with Me, 
On thrones, prepared from all eternity ;" 
But to the wicked--"H(3nce, accurs*d, depart. 
With Satan and his angels have your part"— 
In view of heaven, where angels prostrate fall. 
With swnts, confessing Jesus, "Lord of all;" 
Where blissful pleasures do forever roll. 
And full fruition fills up every soul — 
In view of vaH Eternity to come, 
Which fixes our unchanging, future doom — 
In view of all—I ask, once more, the same. 
And plead for mercy, in my Saviour^s Qame, — 
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Commending jron to His all graoions cart, 
That yon maf hear aud grant my earnest pnifei. - 
Yoor most ob't. 

GEORGE THOMPSON. 
Pknitentia&t, Sept 29, 1845. 



THB SLAVE'S HOPfi. 

■ f' 
The fonowinj^ was sagsrested by a Slaveys comtn? Into th« 
Prison, whom f a^kad, ** vfhea are y^t* going to ba flrtM 1^ .He 
nplMd, "After Fm dead /" j . . 

From this sore bonda,ge I then sball be free^ 

After I "m dead— After I 'm dead. 
Best, in the grave, there remains yet for me, 

After I*m dead— After I'm dead. 
Here I expeot still to sufier and toil, 
And with my heart's blood to fatten the soil : 
Bat oh ! I shall rsst from this world of tnrmoil, 

After I'm doad— After I 'm dead. 

I shall be free fixMn the Tyrant's strong hand, 

After I 'm dead— After I 'm dead : 
Nor, trembliAg, hear hb loud, threat'niiig command, 

After I 'm dead— After I 'm dead. 
Now they rnsiy bind me, and beat when thay please, 
Press ma with bordena wUoh gire me no ease- 
No more, as ^ir victim, om. me shall they as^ze. 

After I'tt daad-^vAfter I 'm dead. 

1 4ian be free from their seom aiMl oontaopfyt, 

After I 'm dead— After I 'm dead. 
Tbif, to their mafice, may give ia free Tent 
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After I 'kB dead— After I 'm dead : 
Far from tiieir power I then shall abide, 
Safe ftom their envy, secure fixnu their pride--* 
And toon, in the dust, they will lie by my side, 

After I 'm dead — After I "m dead. 

I shall be fbee ! O, the rapturous name ! 
^ After I 'm dead— After I 'm dead : 

^ Free £ram my shackles, and all mortals' claim. 
After I 'ni dead— Aft;er I 'm dead ; 
- And my dear Saviour. I hope then to see, 
fjf^rbo gaye His life as a ransom for me, 
That I, in His kingd(»n, might ever be FKEE, 
jyUr Pm dtad-^Afier Pm dead 



"JESUS TAKE ME- 

^Jesus, take me," cried our brother,* 
With his last and dying breath : 

Than this wish, I have no other. 
Bear me o'er the Jordan Death. 

Jesus, take me, 
Through the rolling current safe. 

* '. Take me from this world of trouble^ 
• Sorrow, ain, temptation, pain ; 
JUl bekm 18 but a bobble. 

Shorty delusive, fleeting. Tain. 
Jesus, take me ; 
' This shall be eternal gain. 

4^ I. P. Clary, a bploved stadent, at Mission InstitBtev 
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Take me — jktw my time of labor, 

In the vineyard, here, is o'er ; 
Since for Heathen, friend or neighbour, 

I can toil, and pray no more : 
Jesus, take me 

To fair Canaan's happy shore* 

Take me-^to Thy kingdom glorious, 
Where immortal spirits sing : ^ 

Over sin and death yictorious, 
O I my a(»il is on the wing-^ 

Jesus, take me, 0k 

To Thy bosom, gracious King. 

Glory I glory ! to my Savioury 
Who hath bought me with His blood ; 

By whose merit, I found favor ; 
Safely o'er the swelling flood, 

Jesus take me — 
Glory to the Lamb of God I 



GOOD NEWS FROM A FREEM). 

Feihaps those who have never been in Prison will not be abl« 
ta enter fnUy into the spirit of the following, which was compo- 
sed, on the reception of a letter, from a dear Mend, after a long 
time, without healing any thing from my companions in pros- 
ferity. 

Let gratitude my soul inflame^ 
For all the mercies of the Lord ; 

And while I prabe His glorious name, 
Hb constant £uthfulness record. 
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Ab to the thirsty TraVler faint, 
Cold waters most reviving are ; 

60 to the humble, txiied sunt, 
Is joyfol news from friends afiu*. 

O I how it cheers his sinking heart, 
And His desponding soul revives ; 

AOajs the anguish — heals the smart- 
When news, ftt>m those he loves, arrives ! 

With cheerfulness and courage strong, 
Ijj^ He meets his sufferings, toils, and pain ; 

In hope, the time will come, e*er long. 
When thej, on earth, shall meet again. 

Though severed from his brethren dear, 
'Mid foes and dangers ail around ; 

** Good news^ from them, will always cheer, 
And make his happiness abound* 

It kindles up the flame of love. 

And binds their hearts in stronger ties ; 

While soon, they hope to meet above. 
To love and praise beyond the skies. 

To God, let heart-felt thanks ascend. 
For this newprot^oi His kind care ; 

For this/re^A token, from my friend, 
Of love, and S3rmpathy, and prayer. 



DEPARTURE OF MISSIONARDSa. 

In Prison, we heard of the departure of Ave of our eompan- 
kms, for India. — The following was composed, and sung in our 
** hallowed cell,*' on the evening of the day they were to saiL 

Farewell, lov'd companions so dear, 

With whom we have oft bow'd in prayer ; 
And, joined in sweet fellowship here, 

Most precious communion did share : 
Fearewell — these sweet seasons are o'er, 

The time of our parting has come ; 
When you, for a far dbtant shore, 

May leave all your friends, country, home. 

To realms long enshrouded in night, 

Enveloped with dai^ness and gloom ; 
Go, carry the Gospel's blest light. 

From heaven, man's richest, best boon, 
Where Idols are worshiped with zeal, 

And Satan bears sway uncontrolled ; 
The plan of Salvation reveal — 

The banner of Jesus unfold. 

In ML gospel armor be dad, 

fbr numerous and strong are your fbes; 
The "< Prince of this world " will be mad, 

And rouse all his force t' oppose. 
""I^ no*"— but •« be strong in the LardJ' 

And all oppondon defy ; 
9e gtdded done by Ms iponf. 

And emies of Aliens ahflfi fly. 
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Go foiih — to the end of the world, 

Extending Emanuers sway ; 
Before yon, shall Idols be hurled, 

And vain superstition give way ; 
Nor think that your labor is done, 

^While yet upon Earth you remain ; 
Hie time of your rest will not come, 

Till low in the dust you are Iain. 

We won shall sit down with our Lord, 

In mansions of glory above ; 
> And then find our Best and Reward, 

Forever to praise Him, and love : 
O I there, many souls may we bring. 

The anthems of rapture, to swell. 
To Christ, their Redeemer and King — 

Till then, dear companions, /ar6ii«^. 



DIALOGUE— A MOTHER AND DAUGHTER. 

Suggested by the departure of Jans Rendall, as a miMianaiy 
tolndm. 

Dear Mother, you suffered and toiled much for me, 
When I was so small, and dependent on thee ; 
Ton watched o'er my ways to restrain me from sin, 
And pcMiiting to Jesus, said, ^ Love and serve Him.** 

Yes child, I have suffered, and toiled with much car«, 
And for your best comfort, no effort did spare ; 
But when, for the Saviour, you left childish toys, 
Hy soul was th^ filled with exceeding great joys. 
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Dear MotW, I lov^ you, and gladly would do^ 
Whatever I can to bring comfort to you ; 
For all your great kindness I ne'er can repay, 
Yet wkat will most com&>rt you ? Say, mother, say. 

My daughter, yoiu: filial affection is such, 
As adds to my comfort and happiness much ; 
But (me thing remains now to run my cup o'er, 
Be My — ^be wtful — and I ask no more. 

To be such, my mother, is all my desire — 
To be such, wlule living, my soul shall aspire i; 
And for tlie poor Heatht^i^ who never yet heard 
Of Chiist, and salvation, my bosom is stirred. 

Ah ! yes, child, their sorrows from past days of old, 
Hsrrebeen, and are still such as cannot be told ; 
They grope in the darkness without any light, 
And nak, la their blindness, to unending night 

% 
Well Mother, Fm hearty, and vigorous, and young, 
I knew what the Saviour, for sinners, has done ; 
Wl)y could I not go and salvation proclaim ? 
Go bear them the knowledge of Jesus' name. 

Why, child, when you're wafted to that distant shtNre, 
Your dear loving Mother you may see no more ; 
Then what will you do, in a dark, foreign land, 
^Hien fdntlng, and sick — ^and no mother at hand ? 

Dear Itoher, I fear not — The Saviour h there, 
To comfort me, strengthen, and answer my prayer : 
The Heathen are dying — ^I pity their woe — 
O ! say, Mother, say — ^may I go ? may I go ? 
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Tes, yea, my dear child — ^it rejoices my heart, 

To see you so willing, with kindred to part ; 

To go where the light of the gospel ne'er shone, 

And to them, "glad tidings'* oi Pardon, make known. 

O, glory to God I I'm now happy indeed, 
Since you, my dear mother, do bid me God-speed ; . 
But will you not mourn, when I 'm far, far away, 
And round the dear Altarno more bow to pray ? 

No, no, daughter^ no— for I trust in the Lord, 
He— & will be with you, your shield and reward : 
He 'U bless you with water, and bless you wiUi food* 
He 11 bless you with dU things that are for your ffood. 

But, Mother, I know you will pmy for your diBd, 
When Iidb'ring, and suffering for Savages wil4 ; 
At morning, at noon, and at night will you bear 
My case to the ears of the "HeAer of prayer." 

Tes, child, I shall Mow, with prayer, night and day. 
That God will be with you, your comfort and stay ; 
Go forth, and save many from sin, death, and hell, 
And soon we shall meet in fair Canaan-/ar»toettL . 

Farewell, loving parents— farewell, sisters dear^ 
Da not, when I 'm absent, for me shed a tear. 
Farewell, youthful scenes— my companions, fareweD, 
Farewell, native country— farewell, oUr^VAXkMWSU^' 



MEETING OF FRIENDS. 

Wekome, dear friends, in Jesus* name, 
For through His love, we meet again, 

And join in friendship sweet ; 
Whfle many have been called to die, 
Bright hope still sparkles in our eye, 

As we each other greet 

Through many changes we have passed, 
And felt affliction's piercing blast. 

And various trials sore ; 
But out of all, the Lord has brought, 
Then let us love Him, as we ought, 

And trust him evermore. 

Ten thousand blessings has He givsn. 
To cheer us on our road to heaven, 

Through all the dangerous way ; 
The Desert has supplied us food, 
The flinty Rock poured out a flood, 

wAjid ^^strength been as our day.** 

Come, let us eount our mercies o'er — 
The wisdom, goodness, love, adore. 

Of our benignant God ; 
Till gratitude our souls shall fire, 
With an unceasing, strong desire, 

To sound Hb praise abroad. 
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We'll bow before the Lord, in iprajeffitf 
To thank Him for His guardian care, 

And all His kindness showa ; 
Unite in songs of grateful praise, 
In hope to strike celestial lays, 

Before our Father's throne. 

O ! there we '11 meet, and shout, and nng 
Loud anthems to. our glorious King, 

With undivided heart ; 
Our friendship then cemented strong, 
We '11 join the everlasting song, 

And never, never part. 
Dec. 8, 1845. 



PARTING OF FRIENDS. 

Friends, beloved for Jesus' sake. 
Now befofe we separate, 
Let us bow at His dear feet. 
And ourselves to Him commit — 
Thank Him, for His^m^cies past, 
And His constant presence ask. 

We may never meet again. 
While on Earth we shall remain ; 
But whate'er our bodies part. 
We shall still be joined in heart : 
Though afflicHon o'er us rolls, 
Friendship shall unite our fK>uls. 
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^|U;, before the Mercy seat, 
Let us, for each other, seek 
Blesungs, such as Grod can give, 
Or oor needy souls receive : 
In each state-— on land or sea, 
"As our day, our strength may be." 

Let us now anew, espouse 
Our belored Master's cause— 
Every energy enlist, 
With our heart, and hands, assist. 
To proclaim, the world around, 
FuU 8alvati<m*8 joyful sound. 

Soon we 11 meet to part no mom. 
Meet, on Canaan's peaceful shore — 
Meet, in worlds of endless light — 
Meet, to shine in robes (^ white — 
Meet, to praise, and love, adore. 
With our Jesus, evermore. 

Happy, h^py shall we be, 
Happy, through Eternity : 
Let us, then, with courage, bear 
All our toils and sufferings here. 
What our Saviour does, is weU^ 
Then he cheerful f friends. Farewell. 
Dec. 12, 1846. 



MY PORTION. 
There *s nought on Earth, below the Stm, 
That I can truly caU my own^ 

And trust thereon secure : 
Whatever its nature, or its name, 
It rests on a precariouB claim — 

A title msecure. 

A preciouji gift, firom God to man — 
While measuring out our little span 

Of mortal life—is Time : 
But quick the years do roll away. 
Nor will amngle moment stay, 

Till I can call it mine* 

Houses, and lands, and glittering ore, 
Though multiplied from shore to shore, ^ 

Take wings, and fly away : 
Naked into the world I came, 
And naked, I must leave the same, 

Nor do I know the day. 

Neighbors, and friends, and kindred dear, 
By whom I am surrounded here. 

And whom I fondly love : 
Cut down upon the left and right. 
Are snatched forever from my sight, 

While in this world I rove. 

A bosom friend, on whom we lean, 
And darling children, too, who seem 
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^be an earthly prop, 
Are sudden torn fh>m our embrace, 
And never shall we see their face, 

While in this vale we stop. 

To Zft^r/y— deKgfatfiil sound— 
My tenure, fteblt I have found, 

And learned 'twas not my own ; 
While cruel, unrelenting bands, 
With wicked and oppressive hands, 

Did bind and crush me down. 

Nor can I call myself my own — 
This truth, the Bible has made known, 

And may, by all, be read : \ 

Then, fierce diseases, too, invade, 
Which tell me I must soon be laid, 

And numbered with the dead. 

Where'er I turn, or cast my eye. 
Around the Earth, or vaulted Sky, 

And view each flaming BaU, 
One certain truth I clearly read, 
Whicii makes the hearts of mortals bleed— 

<^ UKCEBTAjy—TBAySIENT— AIX.4PP 

But GOD is m»fie--iny portion iure^ 
Which shall to endless years endure, 

Unchangeable— the same : 
The Earth may bum— the Sun decay, 
And all creation meh away— 

My portion $haU i 
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In all Hk fulness, He is minx— ^ 

His wisdom, love, and power divine, 

His justice, and His grace : 
To save, defend, and be my guide. 
All good, as I have need, provide. 

Through all this desert waste. 

The precious promises I own, 
As firm as the eternal throne. 

All given on demand ; 
For every want that man can know, 
In every strait while here below, 

I have a note of hatuL 

A Mansiof^ Kingdom^ and a Croufrif 
When I shall lay this body down, 

Is mine — reserved in heaven : 
Eternal bliss, and glory there, 
With Baints, and Angels, I shall share— 

For now, the Earned 's given. 

Let others have their shining gold— 
Their treasures, more than can be toldr- 

Their honor and renown : 
6iv« me my GOD— I ask no more, 
But glory in my boundless store, 

And tread their trifles down. 

My hope is fixed beyond the skies, 
Where everlasting pleasures rise. 
And sorrows come no more- 
There I shall see my ^orious Kimg, 
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And jojjii the blood-washed throng, to sing 
Loud anthems evermore. 

And when I raach that happy place, 
And yiew my Sariour, face to face, 

1*11 give Him highest praise 
For poverty, affliction, pain, 
In yonder world from whence I came — 

A dark, bewildering maze. 

I welcome, then, the piercing blast — 
For O ! though sharp, 't wiU soon be past, 

And waft me homeward too : 
Let tempests blow, and billows roll, 
My Captain will their rage control, 

And bear me safely through. 
Dec. 14, 1845. 



"WE SEE JESUS." 

"We see Jesus'*— in the mangery 
Laid upon His bed of hay ; 
Bom from home, a little stranger. 
Where the beasts are wont to lay. 
See Him from His country driven, 
Into dreary regions, wild. 
By the royal mandate given. 
To destroy the kingly child. 

See Him sweet obedience giving, 
To His mother's kind commands ; 
And, with Joseph, for a Kving, 
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Sweat and toil witli His own hands. 
When arrives the time appointed, 
See Him publicly appear : 
With the H0I7 Ghost annointed, 
"This, my Son, beloved, hear." 

See Him round the country going, 
And the Gospel trumpet blow ; 
Hunger, toil, and suffering, knowing, 
To redeem our souls from wo. 
On the water—weary, sleeping : 
In the Mount — all night, in prayer; 
Over hardened sinners, weeping. 
Who refused His life to spare. 

See His works of love and wonder. 
On the poor, the blind, the lame ; 
Death's strong fetters burst assunder, 
And the dumb sound forth His fame. 
But we see Him scorned and JuUed, 
Loaded with reproach and shame I 
Scoffs and insults^ unabated, 
Poured upon His lovely name ! ! 

See Him, with His chosen, seated 
Bound the sacramental board ; 
From the bustling crowd retreated. 
Special comforts to afford. 
Lo ! He takes, and, with His blessing. 
Gives the sacred emblems round : 
Precious food 1 O, how refreshing 
Are the heavenly symbols found I 
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See Him m the Garden, bleeding, 
PrmtnUf onji^ damp, cold ground : 
With HiBheayenlj Father pleading, 
In a plaindTe, solemn sound. 
Haiit I in agony He's crying, 
Crushed to earth beneath His load ! 
Swiftly comes an Angel flying. 
Bringing help and strength from God. 

Sec Him now surrounded, taken 
By His ruthless, cruel foes : 
Ki8S*d, betrayed, by friends forsaken ! 
Bound, and led to heavier woes ! 
Lo I He's mocked, conidemned, abused. 
Smitten with an impious hand ; 
And with grievous crimes accused — 
While the ** dogs*** around Him stand. 

See Him purple mock-robes wearing, 
Buffeted, and spit upon I 
See the tbanu His temples tearing, 
And the blood fast trickling down ! 
O, what gentle, heavenly meekness ! 
'* Like a lamb to slaughter brought :"t 
TttUng 'neath Hie Crosi in weakness. 
Not a murrn'ring word or thought ! 

'* We see Jetw** — O ! amazing ! 
Stretched between the heavens and earth ! 
Crowds are gathered round Him gazing — 



tU.5e;r, 
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With them, she who gave I|u& birth. 
While with ponderous sttknf t^y naii 
Tear ELis hands, and pierce Bk ^t : 
Pious women sore bewail Him, 
And in bitter angoiflh weep. 

See Him on the Cross suspended, 
While His enemies deride : 
Insults, with His sufferings blended. 
And reproaches multiplied ! 
Lo ! the Sun the sight refhses, 
Soitd rocks and muble rend 1 
Death, its hold on many looses — 
Earth, cosvnlaive throes doth blend. 

;■* ■ 

See Him filled with gloom and anguiA, 
When His Fatlier has withdrawn ; » . 
Leaving Him to pine and languish, 
Ajid the " wine press tread alone." ♦ 
See them trifle with His groaning, 
When He thirsts, give Iwtter gtdl / 
While oK ncdure is bemoaning, 
Guilty fnan makes light of all! t 



"We see Jesus," hanging, praying.; 
" Father, O, do them forgive ; 
For they know not whom they're slaying, 
Sparc, O ! sj>are them— let theirilive." 
See Him, too, His soul committing 
To HLs heavenly Father's hands ; 




«I8. 68:8. 
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Then, *" Tis finishe^—aH that's written, 
Or tbejJR^en Law demands. 

" We see Jegus," gasping, dj-ing — 
i-^ Sacrifice for sinfai man ; 
0^\ And, the Soldier's spear applying, 
Down the crimson torrent ran. 
Now is opened the blest ^'fountain 
For uncleanness and for rin ;"* 
Come, O, come to Calvary's mountain, 
Wash, and cleanse jour souls from sin. 

" We see Jesus," burled— rising 
^ On the third appointed day : 
ij^fiests, and Roman Guard surprising, 
Angcds roll the roQk away. 
Victory I to our Jesus glorious — 
- Victory 1 to %ir rising filing : 

. Oyer e^ery foe victorious, 
4 . Death h%i lost its power to sting. 

See Him now to heaven ascending. 

On a chariot of cloud : 

And, bright Angels Him attending, 

Bear Him to the throne of God. 

There — we see Him interceding 

For His suffering followers here : *' 

Advocate saccessful, pleading, 

That they all His bliss may share. 

" We see Jesus," there preparing 
Thrones, and Mansions, for them too : 

nwAu 18 : 1. 
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Soon we shall His joy be slfkring, 

And His glory soon, shsll Yieir* 

See Him ooming to receiTe us, 

On a cloud of dasding white. 

** 1 oome quickly, come Lord JesoA^ 

Waits my soul to take its fliglit 



Now by^aitt, do we see Jesus, 
As our only righteousness, 
Who from sin's dominion frees us, 
And with joy and peace doth bless. 
His Redemption b our own glory. 
Which He purchased by His death ; 
And we'll tell the joyful story. 
While He lends nslnortal breath. 

"We see Jesus"— our iftrompfe, 

All our earthly journey through : 

Constandy a liyiko sample, 

How, in every case, to do. 

See in Him a fullness, boundless, 

Equal to our every need : 

So that doubts and fears are groondleas, 

And dishonor Him indeed. 

" We see Jesus'"— wilKng, ready. 
All His blessings to impart : 
When, by fiuth, we trust Him steady, 
And receive Him in our heart 
See Him, Mighty, ever nigh us, 
In each danger to defend ; 



POEMS ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 149 

Tliough in wisdom, He may try us, 
He will help us to the end. 

" We see Jesus" — sight reviving I 
Hope of sinners, joy of saints : 
O I to be new views deriving, 
Which shall silence all complaints. 
There*s no olyect in creation. 
Can compare with Him we love : 
He alone, is our SeUvaUon — 
He is all the theme above. 
Jan. 3, 1846. 



THB ANNUAL CONCERT— FIRST MONDAY IN 
THE YEAR. 
Upon this consecrated day. 
Will many thousands meet to pray ; 
Before the Lord to fast, and plead 
The Gospel's uni(;er8al spread. 

From East to West, their cries ascend — 
From North to South, petitions blend — 
In every land where Truth doth shine, 
Wni many in this concert join : 

United in one great request. 
That every Nation may be blest — 
The glorious Grospers joyful sound, 
Be published all the earth around : 

Thai darkness, idols, error*s sway, 
Before its influenoe may give way— 
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Christ's kingdom come, His will be done, 
By all on earth below the Sun. 

O, glorioos object ! Joyfhl sight ! 
To see the hosts of God unite 
In this great work of faith and love, 
Which brought the Savior from abore. 

Lord, speed the time when all who claim 
To be Thy sons — of every name — 
Of every kindred, tribe, and tongne^- 
Shall in this work, unite as one. 

Then shall Thy Gospel fly abroad. 
As far as human foot has trod : 
And all who now in darkness sit, 
Shall bow submissive at Thy feet 

With Heralds, in a Heathen land, 
Work Thou, with an almighty hand : 
Subdue the Nations, by Thy word. 
And pour Thy Spirit on themi, Lord. 

O 1 hear Thy people's prayers, to day, 
And lead the pious Youth to say, 
<<Here, gracioas Lord, am I, send tM, 
Where'er I can most uaeful be." 

Thy people eveiy where, arouse, 

With willing hearts, this work t* espouse ; 

And never, from their efforts cease, 

Till all shall own Thee «'Prin€e of prack.'' 



DEATH OF WM. GRIZZLE. 

He was a Mnrdcrcr--but was converted, and toiled with us, 
in our Prisoiij more than three years. His life and spirit^ ^ere, 
were emphatically. Christian. 

A fellow Pris'ner, called our toils to sbare, 
And with us, griefs and sufferings long to bear ; 
With whom we bow'd before the Mercy seat, 
And oft enjoyed communion, heavenly, sweet-<-> 
Of that, dear brother, it must now be said, 
" HtM race is rtm — He*fl numbered with the dead." 

His pathway was through tribulation deep, 
Which tried his faith, and often made him weep : 
Surrounded, oft, by many a threatening cloud. 
With dismal, startling sounds, and thund'rings loud— 
Yet, with firm confidence, to God he clung, 
And of His loving-kindness loudly sung. 

When by his bed-side, we could kneel and prpt^* 
And nog the songs of Zion, night or day — 
Of heaven, and Jesus' love could freely speak, , 
And all the precious Promises repeat ; 
Bright hope, and joy, would sparkle in his eye» 
ABdihe could say, *^ I'm not afraid to die.'' 

His wife and children, in believing prayer, 
He cast upon his heavenly Father's care, 
To feed, defend, instruct, and sanctify, 
And fit them all to meet above the sky : 
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Then, waiting patient, his last change to meet, 
He, in his Savior, sweetly "/e^ asleep.^* 

Thus are his toilings, griefs and sufferings o*er : 
And now, on Canaan's happy, peaceful shore, 
He'll see the wisdom, goodness^ love of God, 
In all the psdns and smartings of the rod : 
Axkdfor it all, will praise, adore, and love. 
With all the blissful company above. 

O I happy l»^ther~what a giorions change ! 
Bste, suffering prisoner — ^Now, with Jesub reigns: 
Here, cast-out, seomtd, disfigured, trodden down, 
Now honored by Immanuel, with a c»owir ! 
From earthly prisons, and from cruel foes. 
To hearenly mansions, and to God he goes I 



NO EVIL TO THE JUST. 
<^ There shall no etU happen to the just," 
Who make the Lord, their only hope and trust — 
Who yield with pleasure to His holy wHl, 
Content with all His ways, submissive, still — 
Who, in His wisdom, faithfulness, confide, 
And eyer in the Saviour's love abide. 

All soch are safe — though strong the tempests blow, 
And high the rolling, surging billows flow ; 
Though loud, incessant, peals of thunder roll, 
And streams of lightning dart from pole to pole — 
Though Earth, with strong commotions, shake and reel» 
They're SAFE-~and shall xo evil fear, or fed. 
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Let Kings and Monarcbs blend timr miglity power, 
And join with fiends, the Righteoos to deTonr-^ 
Let fiery peraeculion rage and fiame, 
And on them pour reproaches, scandals, shanM»-^ 
Join Earth and Hell to ti^ad them in the dust, 
^ 7%er€ shall ko evil happen to the Ju$t" 

Bj fierce dise^ises they may be bronght down, 
And Providence, awhile, appear to frown — 
Theff friends may die— their prospects all be dttsled, 
And they in dreary dtmgeons long be cast—- 
XhaAn clouds oT seeming evils, o'er them brood — 
Bot off shall work their everlasting good. 

In every age and state— -in every land, 

They are upheld by an Almighty Hand — 

Infinite WMom chooses all tiidr lot, 

And sovereign Otiodntss sweetly says, "Fear not* — 

While guardian Angels all their path surround, 

To stop the Lions' mouths, and foes ccmfound. 

O ! blessed Plromisc ! to the Righteous given« 

While up and down this cruel world they're driven— 

It (^leers their hearts— supports them in distress^ 

And as for me, let others curse or bless, 

BeUeve this taul-reviving word I must— 

** Trxbe shall ^'o evil happen to the just.** 



«THE LOVE OF CHRIST CONSTRAINETfl ME." 

A gospel principle within, 
Coastv«io« ngr aoid toh«te aH sin ; 
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A constant war with it to make. 
Of no forbidden fruit partake, 
3at every evil way forsake — 

'* The lovt of Christ." 

Of God'g free, boundless love to tell, 
And save lost men from sin and hcU ; . 
Redemption kmdly to proclaixu, 
,Ajul wandering prodigals reclaim — 
This shall my warmest 2;eal inBame, 

" The love qf Christ.** 

To comfort saints, and build them up, 
Or when they drink affliction's cup. 
To teach them how, with pure desire, 
To " glorify Him in the fire," 
Xbis shall my melting heart inspire, 
J . ''The love qf Christ." 

Where I the poor and needy find, 
The lame, the sick, the dumb, the blind, 
I cannot unaffected stand ; 
. Whatever tlieir sufferings may demand, 
This shall provoke my liberal han^, 

" The love of Christ." 

To spread the Gospel round the world, 
Till Satan from his seat be hurled— 
To extend ojir Prince Emanuel's reign, 
O'er every kingdom, tribe and name, 
Doth all my energies constrain, 

« The lam of CraurST.** 
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A Imng Mcrifice, Igire 
Myself, my ail, fer Him to live— 
And while my aoai en Eartii remains, 
I miMt deny all other claims, 
For thus His bleeding love constrains-*- 
"The love of CHRIST.'' 



DEPARTU^ OF JAMES E. BURR, FROM 
PRISON. 

My brother, beloved, has gone ! 

So long iny companion in grief ; 
Four years, and six months rolled along 

Before he obtained relief \ 
Then, open the prison doors flew, 

And Liberty, longed for, was given ; 
And now, with delight, he can view 

The beauties of Earth and of Heaven^ 

He's gone from his Prison of gloom. 

To meet spirits kindred and dear ; 
Ah ! here he did languish, and swoon-- 

There, all will conspire to cheer ; 
The Righteous will gather around — 

With singing and praying, rejoice — 
In raptures of joy he will bound, 

The Saviour to praise with loud voice. 

To toil here, and sufferings, farewell-^ 

Farewell, iron doors, and huge walls ;- 
Farewell to the "^ haUowed ctll," 
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Where God heard and answered hiscallt— 
Where oft to the brink of the grave, 

Disease his frail body, did bring — 
Where Jesus was mighty to save, 

And raised him, of mercy to ^ng. 

First one, now the other has left, 

My Partners in gladness and wo ; 
Of all kindred spirits bereft, 

For comfbrt, to whom shall I gb ? 
There's none here my burdens can share, 

To whom I can open my heart ; 
They pity, and wonder, and stare, 

But none understandeth my smart 

But, glory to God and the Lamb ! 

With freedom to Him I can go : 
My case He doth well understand, 

And each secret feeling doth know— 
To Hm Fll unbosom my soul. 

For He will sweet comfort afbrd ; 
And while the high waves o'er me roll, 

I humbly will wait on the Lord. 

A Prisoner, they long may rctadn— 

With locks, bolts, and bars keep secure— 
This body, in torturing pain. 

While reason or life shall endure-*- 
They cannot, no cannot they bind, 

What God has created so /rec— 
Thtt Spirit immortal — ^the Men)— 

A l^ave it ditdaiiMtib to be. 
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From dungeons it sallies abroad, 

And visits £arth*s far distant shores ; 
SanFeys tiie creation of God, 

And Earth, Seas, and Planeto explores — 
From Arctic to Antarctic flies, 

Where Mortals did never yet tread ; 
From West, to behold the Sun rise, 

Aad.Tiew the life-giving beams spread. 

It enters the Churches, so fair, 

Where 3ainte in devotion are bow'd ; 
And joins in importunate prayer, 

Or harmonic praises aloud : 
It hastes to the lonely fire-side, — 

Where kindred and friends gaUier round ; 
Or far where the Heathen abide, 

And Heralds in labors abound. 

It soars to the Heavenly Throne, 

Where Angels, and Saints join in praise ; 
Views pleasures to mortal unknown^ 

And glory that never decays- 
Holds converse with Jesus the Eang, 

And infinite blessings receives ; 
Returns to the dungeon, to bring 

Sweet comfort to him that htlUven, 

Then bind me witib chains, hand and fbot. 
My body with burdens emsh down ; 

Or deep in fool dungeons be put-** 
And all men with enmity frown-* 

Yet let it to.dl< flitfi be to^ 
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To all, who, with sorrows-are bow'd— 
In evety condition, I bold 
In Spirit, cosncuNiON warn Goi>- 



DIALOGUBS, BETWEEN TWO PRISONERS. 

A PrUonec^ who was ooor^erted, after J. £. B. lef^^ cnme to 
cell with me. Between him and myself, tbefoHowiug diiJogues 
took place, each composing his own part : 

HO/ I.^ — ^THE HALLOWED CELL. 

Joseph, 
With you I *ve come to dwell, 

And serve the Ldrd otir God, 
In this your "hallowed cell/* 
Where He makes His abode : 
For though He rules the hosts above, 
Yet here He dwells in psace and love. 

Whdn grief o*erhangs my brow, 

And darkness clonds my soul, 

Then you will tdl me how 

My feelings to control ; 

You'll teach me how to trust in God, 

And meekly kis6 His chastening rod. 

Thb cell shall be my home, 

-And yon shall be my friend, 
Till God*8 own time^hadl come, . 
DeliTefKoce to send : 
Then let us go whertt He thdl lead, 
His truth toshow—Hklambttofctd. 



To this, the "hallowed cell ;" 
In prayer, our hearts we '11 blend, 

And flongs of Ziott swell 
Together joy— together w«ep, 
And live in folicyiralnp moat sweet. 

In all o«r «Qfvows here^ 

Temptations, trials, pain, 
We will each other cheer, 
And trust ift- Jeans* name ; 
His love to us shall ne'er abate, 
Nor will we e*er oar Lord forsake. 

Though tofleringi now abound, , 

Reproaches on us pour — ? 

And loudly all around 
The hellish Lions roar : 
Yet in tmr Ood will we confide, 
And safely in His love abide* 

In cold affliction's hour, 

O li may we nevQr faint, . , 

Nor give the Tempter power, ., ,. > 

By murmuring or complaint ; ■ . . . < « 

But meekly kiss the chastening rod. 
And bless the kindnesi of our God. 

■ ,',♦■*. ; 

"f 18^ His amasdng love^ . ^ ^ •. , . 

Inflicts the pre»pnt smart, • . ?-^ '^i 

To dMMT ow souls above, ,t^A:->.rt^ 

And purify the heart . >^ 
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11i6n let itfl, in each state, rejeic€y 

And praiae His name widi cheerful rdoe. 

Soon, all oar conflicts o*er, 

We 11 view onr glorious King, 
On Canaan's bliaafiol shore, 
Where loud hosannas ring-^ 
And join the eveiiasting song, 
Of the celestial, blood-washed throng. 

Then let us patient wait, 

In earnest, humble prayer ; 
In every earthly strait, 
On Grod roll all our care : 
And we His faithfulness shall see, 
That ** As our day, our strength shall be.** 
March 7, 1846. 



NO. II. — THR COirVERT IKSTRUCTKJX 

George. 
Dear friend, have you mourned o*er your wanderings 

from God, 
And sovght Ws forgiveness, through Jesus' blood— 
Smoepely confessing and turning to Him — 
Fannking and watching against every ^ ? 

Jos^h. 
I have mourned my folly, and more so will do : 
(0 1 God, by Thy Spirit, my proud heart subdue,) 
Ify irisi, I oonfesB, and for pardon do pray, 
IbrocttMlke blood of the SaTioor— my ^'Shield and my 
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I strire to forsake, and to watch against sin, 
But onnning it works, my affections to win \ 
Yet Jesus will pluck the vile rootVrom my breast) 
Then 1 shall be free, and my soul sweetly rest. 

George. 
Yes, let in the Savwutf to fill up your heart, 
In every desire, affection, and part : 
He '11 drive out the rebels, and conquer your €009^ 
And gLYQ you such comfort as no worldling knows. 

Now hare you devoted — a sacrifice whole — 
To Him, and His service, your body and soul — 
To love and adore Him, while He lends you breath, 
And fidikfiilly serve Him, till summoned by death ? 

Joseph, 
To God, I have given my body and soul, 
My tiAe, and my strength, shall be His, at His cflll: 
AH, ofi thai I have, I devote to His cause, 
To love Him, and serve Him, and honor His laws. 

George. 
The ^losts of the flesh," do you strive to subdue, 
And nam week to know what for Him you can do? 
With ardent emotions dearing lo swell 
The number of ""Ransomed" from sin and from Hell? 

Joseph 
The lusts of the body will soon be subdued, 
No more shall they fiercely upon me introde ; 
For Jesus has strengthened my arm in the fight. 
Aid soon I shall conquer them allf in His might 
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Then what shall I do, that His name may be known, 
Who saved me from hell, by His mercy alone ? 
I '11 caM nprni sinners to come to His cross, 
And see what He suffered for wretches like us. 

George. 

What mercy amazing f ihat led us to Vivikj 
When pressing so madly to hell's fiery brink — 
That snatched us, as "brands," from the burning abyss, 
And taught us the Rod, in submission, to kiss ! 

All glory, dear brother, to God, on His throne, 
Let each of us give Him, for what He has done ; 
From praise and Hhanl'8 living^ ! let us ne'er ceaae. 
For turning our feet in tlie ways of His peace. 

The honors, and riches, and crown of a King — . 
The shouts and applauses which make the Earth riiig- - 
Or smiles of your Gop, (though the world yon flfapuld 
lose,) ... . 

And honors of laefulness — which would you choose ? 

Joseph, 
What though, with loud plaudits the air should reaoiuid— ^ 
My brow be encircled with laurek around- 
Such banblea are but the vain dreams of a i/oy, • 
They glitter a season, but soon fade away. 

The smiles of our Father — O ! measureless joy ! — 
Through unceasing ages, our praise shall employ : 
1 11 sacrifice all this vain world can afibrd. 
To live and rejoice in the smiles of the Lord. 
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And oh ! to be n»e/uly in spreading His name, 

And wandering sinners to teach and reclaim*— 

To feed their poor souls with the bread He has given,— 

Let this be my work — O I my Father in heaven. 

George, 
There 's nothing so noUe, so grand, upon Earthy 
(How vain the dlstlDctions of Rank and of Birth !) 
As title of "Christian," in word and in deed. 
And striTing, to Jesus, poor wanderers to lead. 

This, this is the object for which we exist — 
1 may the blest work every power enltst. 
Thus ^all we resemble our Captain and Lord, 
Who waits to bestow an eternal reward. 

How empty, and fleeting. Earth's pleasures and joys I 
Deceptive, and mingled with many alloys ! 
Its honors, as light as a puff that is blown — 
Its wishes, a bubble, that bursts, and is flown ! 

As Christians, such trifles we are to despise, 
And lay up our treasure and hope in the skies — 
Seek only the honor that cometh from God, 
And follow in paths the Kedeemer has trod. 

My spirit rejoices, dear brother, to learn. 
That over lost men, your compassions do yearn : 
From all.e^hly objects can turn with disdain, 
To honor our blessed Emanuel's name. 

Joseph, 
Well, can I be useful in this dreary maze, 
In showing to sinners their dangerous ways ? 
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Ill bearing tra« witnese, that God will forgive, 
If sin thejr forsake, and fbr Jesns will Hve ? 

O I tell me, my Brother, if aught I may do, 
While here, I am suffering, in Prison, with you — 
The hearts of our fellows in sorrow, to move, 
And bring tiiem to God, who is Pity and Love ? 

George, 
For wise and kind reasons, to Prison we 're brought, 
That we may, to God's will, submission be taught — 
To see, if in trouble, to Him we will cling, 
And ia each condition, His praises will sing. 

Sorroanded by those, whe deride holy ways — 
Wh© sneer at the Christian, and mock when he pr ays,- 
We sarely, are called on to " let our light shihb,* 
And bear witness true, for our Master divine. 

Joseph* 
But haye you forgot, in your zeal for the Lord, 
That here, we're commanded to speak not a word- 
Not even permitted to read, sing, or pray. 
With any poor Prisoner, by night, or by day ? 

YoukiK>w we are fettered — by law, are iongue-iied, 
And all Christian privleges sternly denied ; 
We view anxious sinners, and fbeble, weak lambs, 
But cannot approach them, to strengthen their hands. 

Though some are now panting for help, by the way. 
We scarcely can say to them, " Pray, Brother, pray r* 
In such a dilemma, O ! what can be done, 
That from this great number, we may rescue some ? 
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Tes, jef» it^ 80^ trnlj, bat itin we eon speak* 
In Uagnage conviocin^, and accents most sweet— 
"Bj holy BXAKPLE, we loadlj can preach, 
And Seeptici the tntth of Rdigion can teacL 

And then, tifeHf wordsy we can drop, here and there, - 
(Winch Jens wUl bless, if accompanied with prajer ;) 
To comfort the lambs, and proad rebels induce 
To come and enlist, in the seryice with us. 

O ! watch such occasions, and zealous improre— 
With Mm of the Gospel, the sofiering soothe, 
Be kumklCf be i^y, be prayerful^ be mtek, 
And wisdom from heaven, continually seek ; 

Be sobeiv-^hongh sinners are trifling and yain, 
Be kind and^r&^arm^— though loaded with shame, 
'B^ gentle $xid patient — ^ihough falsely accused, 
Be mSdj woud^forgioing—ihongh greatly abused. 

In eTery condition, be cheerful content ; 
And ne^er ttom your bosom, a murmur be sent, 
Thos, in your exa3IPLE, exhibit each grace, 
And yon shall be useful in this wicked place. 

Joseph. 
! what a bright Tision now burstson my right t 
O ! Uessedeibnoa of hearraly light ! 
For now I perceive we in silence can preach- 
By ^ holy ereonple/* great lessons, may teach. 

My gzMcioiui Redeemer, Fll serve in this way, 
And loodly will preaoh of His goodness, mok day; 
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From morning lill evening, His love Pll proclaim, 
And then, sing at n^fat, to die piraiae of His nttne. 

George. 
Wen, Brother, be ikithful, while here you remain — 
Yoar suff 'rings and labors shall not be in vain. 
Wait pntiendy, throagh fleeting da3rs a few more. 
Till tmto 70a, Gk>d shall sweet freedom restore. 

Bat when you are gone, and from bondage are free. 
Who then will unite in devotion with me ? 
Your kindneeB, and counsels, that cheered me along. 
No more shall I hear — nor your voice in the song. 

Your chair shall be empty — ^how cheerless and vend 
My eveniqgs will be, wlien you 're not by my side I 
But oh I you 'U be happy, and free— bless the Lotd f 
And I will find comfort in reading His word. ' 

George. 
^^Ftar noC*--^'U courageous*' — "icZicw," and ^'he strong,** 
The Saviour will come for deliverance e'er long. 
He, He will be with yeu, in every strait, . \' 

To comfort, revive you, and never forsake. 

Tour PdboE shall move than Kings' f>alaeee prove, . 
If you, in His highway at Promise will move : 
Your Broihttj and eenstani GompooM/m^ He 'U be, , 
And whimper, "My grace is snffieient for thee." 

Then wait pa the Lord, and Hb faithfolnees traat, 
Thoogk'lMigf hy afflictiflp> yon sorely are crush'd-r . -^ < 
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If clouds of dense darkness should over you brood, 
Bememb«r that "all things shall work for your goodJ** 

Yes, jes, I iriR constantly wait on the Lord, 
And trast in BGs promises— every word. 
Fear never shall move me, while God is my Friend : 
Whatever betide, I '11 be true to the end. 

But, Brother, when God shall deliverance bring— 
Hie doors of my Prison wide open shall fling — 
Shall 't be that thenceforth I should live to myself^ 
In seeking for honor, or hoarding up pelf ? 

No \ no! xn Hb service I still will abide, 
And boldly declare that I am on His side, 
m labor, that sinners in Flim may be free — 
The smiles of His coanfnancc my wages shall be. 

The worid and its pomp, I will scorn and reject— » 
The woA of the Lord, I will never neglect : 
Then tell me, my Brother, what course to pursue, 
Thak good be accomplished in all that I da 

George, 
Well, two wayjsl 11 mention — €ro take you a wife^ 
Bapair to your farm-house, or work-shop, for life ; 
There live in enjoyment and ease with your spouse, 
And give a small mite, now and then, to GodCa cause.* 

* This is said to try himT-4t being the wa^ the gr^afrinaaf .of 
TOofessing ChrlBtians five : but may tlie spirit d* th& Prubn 
Cpnvert BbaaM their narrow-sibidedDess. 
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Joseph. 
How PO01I7 requited my Sayiour would be, 
For ffig loTing kindness and mercy to me, 
Were I and mj wife to court pleasure and eoae, 
And hope tkat a mUe would oar couBcience appease I 

Oeorge- 
Then labor the harder, and save all jou can, 
By liTing on old friend Frugality's plan ! 
In acts of beneficence largely abound, 
And apeak of Salvation to neighbors around. 

Joseph. 

Tb better— and yet I must venture to say, 
An this might be done, as it were, by the way : 
Conld I not atill further my labors extend, 
And yet not to great erudition pretend ? 

Greorge. 
O ! Glory to Jesus, that you do a^ire, 
With such an unquenchable, ardent denre, 
To spend, and be spent in the work of your King, 
And all in ffis Bealm in alle^ance to bring. 

Cone, give yoiur attention, and I trtZi explain 
How yom can most honor EmanuePs name. 
To do this, if I understand you arigh^ 
Is sU ycrar desire, and all your delight 

Josqjk. 
Te^thss is my insh, both at home and abroad, 
(A TOW I have made, <m my knees, unto God:) 
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My joy it sliaH be while my life shall renuun. 
Go on, thez^ I 'm eager to hear you explain. 

George. 
Well, look o'er tihe Nations, in darkness who moan, 
Beyond where the light of the Gospel hath shone— 
Twice three hundred millions, in ignorance grope, 
Who never jet heard of the Saviour, our Hope. 

Enveloped in Error — enshrouded with Night ; 
Their deeds are appalling, and shocking to sight: 
Hie ^Frinee of this world," with tyrannical hand, 
Swayt , proudly, his scepter, o'er all that dark land. 

Before wooden gods, beaats, and reptiles they fall ! 
On Sun, Moon, and Stars, and stone idols they call ! 1 
9* The father will sacrifice to them his Son ! ! ! 
And think, by so doing, their fa»or is won III] 

9* The Mother will bury her children dtwe! 
While neighbors and friends at the outrage connive : 
Or cast them in Rivers, where Crocodiles play I 
And fatten on thousands of innocent prey I ! 

9* The children will murder their parents, when oW ! 
The women, as drudges, in bondage they hold ; 
And then when their masters do breathe out their last, 
Themselves, on the high burning pile they will cast ! 

Uplifted on hooks, through the air will they swing, 
While shouts of the multitude make the Earth ring! 
And miaitiplied tortures, th«y eager endure, 
lb hope, thus, the smiles of their |^s to aecorel ! 



170 POEMS ON VARIOUS SUBJISOTS. 

Uncleanness, and vices of all kmda, prevail, 
More numerous thaa I, at the present^ can tell : 
In vain superstitions, they greatly abound, 
Because they know not of the Gospel's glad sound. 

Thus, in their pollutions, they sink down to hell, 
With Devils, in torments, forever to dwell ! ! 
Here^ Brother, there is an abundance of work, 
In which you can every power exert. 

Joatph. 
How wretched is man, without knowledge of God ! 
(O ! Lord, send the sound of Thy Gospel abroad.) 
His nature, how savage ! his heart, how depraved I 
O ! could not those Heathen, through Jesu9, be saved ? 

Will not our Redeemer, in mercy and love, 
Such horril^Ie scenes from among them remove? 
His cross-waving banner, amid them unfurl, 
Till all idol gods, to destruction they hurl ? 

Are mtn to be found who will carry it there, 

And all its glad tidings unto them declare ? 

O ! would / were now where such darkness doth reign, 

Proclaiming the name of the Lamb that was slain. 

If Heralds of mercy were sent to unfold 
The riches of Jesus — more precious than gold — 
Would Heathens receive them with gladness of heart, 
And hear the instructions they had to impart ? 

George., 
YeSy "Lift up your eyes, and behold the fields" ripe^ 
Most boauteoualy waving, for harvest, "all white''— 
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As far as the eye can estend, there appears 
A bountiful prospect of rich, golden ears. 

The night of exclusiony in China, is o'er, 
And ten thousand LabVers are needed, and more, 
To show them the way, the great Grod has prepared. 
To honor His law, while the Sinner is spared. 

And so, in Borneo, Malacca, Siam, 
They're waiting to hear of this wonderful plan ; 
In Burmah, Hindoostan, Madeira, Ceylon, 
Is laid a broad bctsis to build now upon. 

£& Persia, and Syria, and fam'd Palestine, 
The light, in bright beams, is beginning to shine ; 
In Turkey, Armenia, and old learned Greece, 
Are many, now sueiag, through Jesus, for peace. 

From Senegal, Gambia, and noted Mendi, 
They lift, for our help, their importunate cry ; 
At Guinea, Gaboon, Ethiopic Pangwee, 
The country, for Laborers, is open and free. 

And Natal, Cofiraria, and regions along, 
1 H mention among the vast suppliant throng ; 
Who, ages, in darkness and error have dwelt, 
But now loudly cry, "O, come over and help." 

"Hie isles of the Ocean," the Prophet once saw, 

Demolish their idols, and "wait for God's law !" 

From South Seas, and Northern— the West, and the 

East, 
They wait jfor a call to the rich Gospel feast 
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# And in oar own country, here where we alnde, 
Are thousands of Indians, who live bj our side-*^ 
Oppressed, and abused, by the servants of State, — 
O ! should not all ChristianSy to save them, awak^ ? 

In erery domimon, and nation, and tribe, 
A door to be ui^/, is now opened wide : 
The world is awaking, the TnUh to obey, 
But soon will grasp Error, if yet we delay ! 

It wQl be converted — the work mvM be done — 
'*The Heathen" are given, by God, to His Son. 
This, ^ds is the work of His militant host. 
And tiM is the way we can honor Him most. 

To save a lost ttforW, came the Saviour to Eartib — 
For this, the Apostles did publish His birth — 
And in ancient times all the saints of the Lord 
Went Q'very where to make known the same word. 

K you will most honor your Saviour and God, 
Or tread in the paths the old worthies have trod. 
Then haste to the Heathen, and loudly proclaim,. 
The glad news of Pardon, through Him that was slain. 

Joseph, 
With eager delight, I would enter the field, 
That promises fruit, in abundance, to yield, 
And labor with joy, whfle the Lord gives me a t ifen gt h , 
That all may redound to His glory, at length. 

But ah 1 I am ignorant — ^grievously so ! 

On such a gxteat misnon, how them could I gd ? 
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I fear I will never be able to preach, 

For chances of learning seem now out of reach. 

George. 
No, no, Brother — no — conclude not thus, in haste-* 
For I have the pleasure to speak of a place, 
Where aU neetyhd learning, e*en you can obtain, 
To fit you for publishing Jesus' name. 

Joseph. 
But sflver and gold, I hare none — ^neither friends, 
Kor means to promote such desirable ends. 
My mallet and chisel* is all my support, 
And man's learning season, you know, is but Bhort. 

George. 
No matter, if silver and gold you have not — 
It is a devoted and hallowed spot 
For all pious youth, though they 're ever so poor, 
If hardship, and toil, they are willing t' endure. 

Where, with an intense application of mind, 
They, most useful training, and knowledge shall find, 
To gird and equip them, with vigor to fight. 
In turning the Natbns from darkness to light. 

For Books, and Instruction, is asked no repay^^ 
All find their own living, work, study, and pray-^ 
And to this blest "school of the Pn^hets," can jfiNt, 
Go work with your hands, and your studies pursue. 

Remember, it is to be usefulj we live — 
For this, did our Father our faculties give, 

♦ HeisaotaMGOttar. 
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That "Laborers togetier with Him," we might be, 
And offer to all men, His mercy, so free. 

Jostph, 
The prospect now brightens — my heart beats anew — 
Yea, now I can see all I wish, at a view. 
God, surely, looks down with ineffable grace, 
On that Institution—that hallowed place. 

He surely looks down, from His palace above, 
To bless such a school, with the smiles of His love. 
O ! that I were there, if to do nothing more, 
Hian labor for bread, for the weakly and poor. 

If God will permit, I will go, with great joy. 
My faculties zealously there to employ. 
Who knows but I yet may be able to bring 
A great many Heathen to Jesus, their King ? 

How vast are the fields you have opened to view, 

All parching for lack of the heavenly dew — 

The dew that the Spirit distils on the soul, 

When washed in the blood of the Lamb, and made trbdb. 

Alas ! that such myriads of minds should remain 
In darkness and error— still bowing in vain 
To idols, set up by their own foolish hands I 
Such wretched delusion, our pUy demands. 

Not merely to pUy — not only to feel — 

But boldly to cu:L and to labor with zeal, 

To carry the Gospel to every Ifind— 

This, this mtist be done— 'tis Messiah's oamvaad. 
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And shall I still linger, when He has said ^^Go, 
And I will be with you, and comfort you too 7** 
No, Lord, my delight is to wait upon Thee, 
And go where Thou biddest, by land or by sea, 

I unll go — I wtU go— 1 11 waver no more— 
Emanuel's banner is floating before. 
Down, down with dumb idols, and ignorance gross — 
For now must be raised the bright flag of the Cross. 

George. 
O I dear, loving Brother, haste, haste to prepare — 
O ! hasten to save them from death and despair I 
They 're waiting from you to receive the glad word. 
O ! hasten therewith, in the name of the Lord. 

Thus, hundreds of thousands will bless you, on high. 
That your heart was moved hy their piteous cry ; 
And you will rejoice, when you hear them all sing^ 
Adoring, forever, their Saviour and King. 

But should you refuse — (0 1 awful to tell 1) 

These hundreds of thousands may sink down to hell. 

And rise up in Judgment to cw9e you aloud. 

For bringing them not^ the true knowledge of God* 

A Herald of Christ, and His cross, sooner bo — 
Though for it, the loss of all things you should see, 
Though kindred and friends should forsake j uu with 

scorn. 
And all earthly prospects should seem most forlorn — 

Than ever consent to sit down at your ease. 

Though friends, sin, and Satan should constantly tease, 
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Or Monarcbs should offer to crown joa with gold — 
Bejirmf and decided, and preach the Truth bold. 

Your robe shall be richer than Emperors wear, 
Tour crown shine far brighter than their dazzling glare ; 
And long after theii^s shall have mouldered away, 
"Will glow with rich splend(»*, in unending day. 

Joseph, 
I thank Thee, O, Lord, that my Brother, and Friend, 
Has taught me these lessons — O ! then may I spend 
My efibrts, widi him, in a far distant land. 
And there be united, in heart and in hand. 

We 've labored together in Prison and pain— 
Thes may we not labor together again ? 
O I send us to those who in darkness do lie, 
To reap a rich harrest before we ahall die. 

George. 
Amen, gracious Father ! O, hear this our prayer, 
For His sake alone, who our sorrows did bear. 
Now, Brother, here is both my heart and my hand, 
To labor with you, in a dark Pagan land. 
Pekitentiary, March 17, 1846. 



THE BOWER OF PRAYER 

When I was in youth, and surrounded with mirth. 
Which strove to entice me, and bind me to Earth, 
I found pleasures richer, delightful and rare. 
Retired al<Hie, in my Boioer. qf prajfer. 
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M7 Brothers and Siste^^ and fond Parents, dear, 
Oft sought, with g^at {Measure, my bosom to eheer ; 
When sick or afflicted no efforts did spare- 
Bui sweeter to me, was my Bower of prayer. 

Kind neighbors and friends^ in abandance I had, 
Whose sweet Christian fellowship made my heart glad ; 
Bnt firiendship, more preoions and puro, did I share, 
With Jetw, alone, in my Bower cf prayer^ 

When tronblea or trials, my mind sorely pressM, 
Or aught from within, or without me distressed : 

] then 't was reviving to roll all my care 
On Jesus, my Friend, in the Bowtr of prayer. 

In stillness of evening, when floats the cool breesEe, 
In soft, gentle whiapers, among the thick trees, 
Or catching the early^ health-bracing lur — 
T was sweet to go kneel in my Boiotr of prayer. 

Long shut up in Prison, where wickedness reigns. 
And thickly surrounded by oaths, whips, and chains ; 
While trials, reproaches, and sufferings I bear — 

1 how I do long for my Bower of prayer. 

When from thistonfusion, these exudes and noise, 
Which greatly my comfort and peace now annoys^ 
My gracious Redeemer shall freedom declare — 
1 how I will prize my sweet Bower of prayer, 

l%ough long a poor exile, and dative, I moan, 
Away ftom Q\y kindred-^way from my home-* 
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Or unto gdnie far distant country repair — 
1 11 ever remember my Bower op pratbk. 
Penitentiary, March 17, 1846. 



BURNING OF THEOPOLIS CHAPEL. 

The Mission Instttutb is situated in lUinois, about two 
mi'es from the Mississippi River. The sentiments of Anti- 
Slavery were freely discussed, and boldly maintained, by all 
the Students and Colonists. Missourians possessed an invet- 
erate hatred toward the people and place, and often made their 
boasts and threats that they would destroy the **Abo it!on Insti- 
tute," and all connected with it— the women excepted — who 
were advised to save themselves, by leaving the place. ^ For 
some time, a strong Guard was stationed around the Institute, 
for its defence ; but when the most of the citizens were abs^u^ 
in Quincy, attending a protracted meeting, in Feb., 1843, (I 
think,) the Chapel, containing the Institute Library, and other 
Taluables^ was burned to the ground, bj a company who caau 
from Missouri— a distance of some 30 miles. 

|T was on a sable, sflent, wintry night, 
When lo ! a fiendish throng, with armed might, 
Sworn-bound by oaths and imprecations strong. 
That they would neither sleep nor join in song, 
Till they our Holy House in ruins laid, 
Which for the worship of our God was miade : 

With quickened, cautious, and with guilty step. 
When all was still, and honest people sleg^. 
Hastened where Love maintained her quiet reign, 
And all was sacred to Jehovah's name — 
Their work of outrage eager to begin. 
And thus immortal infamy to win. 

So when Missouri's band had gathered there. 
And stood surrounding our gweet house of prayer, 
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Quickl J, witii impioiis, sacrilegions hands, 
Tkej tkrast therein the flaming fire-brands; 
And deadly bombs of powder, placed beneath, 
To murder all who came to its relief ! 

Then, villain-like, before the dawn of day, 
T^ey fiercely drove their steeds, to haste away— » 
Nor ceased, till King of Rivers rolled between, 
Lest they, by fiuman beings should be seen — 
Afraid to meet an honest, white man's stare, 
Though armed with pistols, clubs, and dirks, they were. 

But ah I the mournful and distressing sight ! 
Our little Hamlet is illumed by night, 
"With lurid flames, which from our Temple rise 
In glowing, winding columns to the skies — 
Before the throne of heaven to proclaim 
The Arson^ and each perpetrator's name. 

Now higher yet they rise, and still increase, 
Nor win a moment, from their raging cease. 
For all the sighing, tears and groans that blend, 
And with them to the throne of God ascend! 
Distressing sight ! Our Library is doomed 
To be, in the proud element, consumed ! 

Ah ! see those Bibles — precious more than gold — 
And many books of ancient date, which told 
Of wondrous things, and light in by-gone days — 
And our sweet "Songs of Zion" — hymns of praise — 
Greek, Latin, Hebrew— Classi:'s— many names — 
Ah ! there they go, ascending with the fliunes \ ! 
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Craali ! crash ! the structure tumbles to the ground . 

Bang! bang! the bombs, ^ith a loud, thundering soniuL 

But, by a watchful, providential care, 

No one is injured, even to a hair. 

Thus, missed our enemies, their deadly aim — 

For they who trust in God, trust not in vain. 

To cap the climax of iniquity. 

That they might genuine ^^Diabolian^ be, 

They sneakingly retired to their den : 

Froo» whence they ispued forth by night — and then, 

Just like their Sire A?pollyon, roared aloud. 

And charged this monstrous outrage upon Gob ! ! ! 

And thusr@yi^ spoke. "We did, indeed, depart 

With this determination in our lieart — 

The AhoUtion Jnaiitule to burn. 

But e*er we there arrived, this news did learn. 

That God, before us, had the work performed, (!) 

For which we left our friends and neighbors, armed I*** 

Blasphemous falsehood ! Daringly profane ! 
For my otm ears, heard once, and then again, 
From those who ttji(h them, in their caverns live, 
Applaud the act, and countenance do give— f 
That ^^For this purpose, they did there PKOCEfiD, 
Nor turned back, TILL THEY HAD DONE THE 
DEED"!! 

Though soon we had another Chapel built, 
Inscribed with pen of iron, is their guilt, 

* In the Hannibal paper — Marion Co. Mo. 

t Once from a visitor, and once from Joel Rtchmond. 
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Which nothing but reptntatice can erase, 
And a free pardon from the God of grace — 
And then, as loyal subjects of our King, 
We'll hail them Bbethrex, and together sing. 



FOR SABBATH MORNING. 

Welcome,, reriving day 1 

We bail thy kind return : 
Ye worldly cares, away — 
-Your calls, to-day, i^^e spurn. 
In honor of our glorious King, 
We '11 join to read, and pray, and sing. 

This morning, from the grave, 

Our conquering Leader rose : 
Almighty now to save-— 
Triumphant o'er His foes. 
Then will we seek His saving grace, 
And joy to view His smiling face. 

Upon this day, of old. 

Did ancient Christians meet. 
Sweet fellowship to hold, 
And worship at His feet 
And we will gladly do the same, 
And magnify His holy name. 

A day of calm repose. 

From toils .and tumults loud — 

A soothing balm for woes, 
And hearts with sorrow bow'd. 
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# 
O, may our souls be richly blest, 
And sweetly on the Sabbath rest 

A day to search our heart, 

And try our ways with care ; 
With every sin to part, 
Nor any idol spare. 
Teach us ourselves, O, gracious God, 
And lead in paths the Saviour trod. 

A day, new strength to gain, 

Fresh courage, patience, faith. 
To bear reproach and shame, 
And faithful be to death. 
O ! gird us, Lord, to run our race. 
And quicken om* dull, rdothful pace. 

A day of special joy, 

Of gladness, of peace : 
May nought our minds employ, 
But how we may increase 
In gospel holiness indeed, 
And all mankind to Jesus lead. 

A day of holy time — 

To Jesus, sacred, all : 

Let us "arise and shine," 

According to His call. 

O ! keep us. Lord, from every sin, 

Both going out and coming in. 

A bright, refreshing Ti/pe 
Of endless bliss above; 
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Where faith is changed to sight, 
And every heart is love. 
O ! may we so its hours improve, 
As thence will fit us to remove. 

When here our work is o*er, 

Eternity we '11 spend 
On that delightful shore. 
Where Sabbaths never snd. 
There, with King Jesus, we shall dwell. 
And high oor notes of rapture swell. 
March «1, 1846. 



THE HEART AND THE HAND. 

She, who is now my wife, when makiqg her la<»t visit to me, 
in Prison, on leaving, ^ave me a paper heart and hand, wov^.*n 
together, which gave rise to the following. 

With much prayer and counsel, we each gave our word, 
(Recorded in heaven, for all was there heard,) 
Through life's dreary maze, by each other to stand — 
And gave, as a pledge, both the heart and the hand. 

But soon sore afflictions and trials came on, 
Which blasted our prospects, and darkened our dawn : 
Long parted--one dwelt in a hostile, strange land ; 
Tet, still, each of each, had the heart and the hand. 

The dungeon was lightened—the sorrows were soothed — 
The years quickly pass'd— and the roughness was smooth- 

ed- 
Nor grievous did seem the Oppressor's demand — 
Beeanse thus united in heart and in hand. 
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Our friends may forsake us— our foes may unite^ 
And join all their efforts oar fond hopes to blight — 
The load calls of Mercy and Justice withstand — 
They cannot us sever, in heart and in hand. 

And vhen, here below, we're pemutted to meet^ 
In praises we 11 join, and in fellowship sweet ; 
For God we will live, and where £fe shall eomsaand, 
Go Ubop — united in htari and m hand. 

Oar toils and temptations will soon all be o'er^ 
And then we shall meet on yon fair blissful shore- 
Meet Angels and Siunts in fimanuel's land, 
Forever united in heakt and in hand. 



DIALOGUE— No. 8. 

PERFBCTION. 

Joseph, 
O ! that I could to Jesus flee, 
With faith unwavering like thee — 
In every circumstance to feel. 
That He my every wound can heal>^ 

That all my lusts He cansubdue^ 
And wiUf if I believe Him troe : 
But unbelief, (O ! cursed bane,) 
Still doth'my longing soul restrain. 

How shall I drive the flend away, 
That tells me 't is in vain to pray 
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For perfect hoiiness and IoTe» 
Before I reach my home above ^ 

George. 
Come, go with me to Calvary's mount, 
And all the sufferings recount, 
Of Him who died to save from «m. 
And our most ardent love to win. 

Foryw* He wept and bled and died— 
For you were pierced His hands and side : 
He bore your sins upon the tree, 
And wrought salvation full and free—* 

A bahn fbr wery wound procured— 
For every gin, deep pangs endured — 
For every case, provision made, 
That Tiane need ever be dismayed. 

Now hear His voice — **Ye weary, come, 
Whate*eryou ask in faith w donef 
*Be not afraid, only believe,* 
And all My grace you shall receive. 

Just open wide to Me your heart, 
I *11 bid each rival hence depart. 
And there My dwelling-place shall be. 
To sup with you, and you with Me. 

Your sinfnl passions I '11 subdue, 
And form your nature all anew : 
Will fill you with My perfect peace^ 
My lotx, and jay, that never cease. 
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Now yield j-ourself to My control, 
I 'U savdify and keep your soul — 
And make you bumble, docile, mild, 
In spirit like a little child. 

Say, will you in ^ly words cortfide f 
View in My hands, and feet, and side, 
The certain pledges that I 'H do, 
AVith great delight, all this fob you !" 

O ! Lord, I yield— I yield to Thee, 
My Saviour from all gin to he: 
To work in me, by Thy rich grace, 
The htigkis and depths of holixess. 



THE DOLEFUL CRY. 

Hark ! hark I a mournful sound I hear. 

The accents of distress : 
Hark ! hark ! again it strikes my ear, 

In language most express. 

Ah ! 'tis the doleful cry of those 

In distant heathen lands, 
Who groan beneath their heavy woes, 

And lift imploring hands. 

With chains of Error they are bound, 

In Superstition's cell : 
And such the darkn^'ss hov*ring round, 

Their mis*rie» noce can tell. 
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Some echoes, faint, from Calvaiy, ' 

Have wafted to their shore : 
Their trust in idols, vain they see, 

And worship them no more. 

And feeling they are now undone, 

They send to us their call : 
" Comt over, ! come over, come, 

And help us from this thrall.'^ 

O ! who will hasten to assist ? 

" Here, Lord, am I, send me : ** 
And wake Thy people to enlist. 

With zeal and energy. 

Lord, send Thy GU)spel far and wide, 

To Earth's remotest coast : 
Till all shall own Thee for their Guide, 

And join Emanuel's host. 



DIALOGUE— No 4. 

TEMPTATION. 

Joseph, 
I have been somewhat sad, to-day — 
The why I cannot rightly say ; 
I have been burdened with a load. 
And could not keep my thoughts on G<Ki. 

George, 
Ho ! ho ! ye heavy lad^n, C"me, 
Roll all youT burdens on the Son : 
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He cares for you, He knows your case^ 
And will supply all needed grace. 

To Him unbosom all your heart, 
Tell Him each grief and every smart, 
Then wait, submissive at His feet. 
Till He imparts the joy you seek. 

Joiepk. 
The Devil whispered in my ear, 
** Christ's promises do not appear 
To be fulfilled upon thy heart — 
Where is the joy He should impart ? " 

Dear Saviour, bid my heart be stfll, 
And meekly wait Thy sovereign will : 
Thou art not slack, Thy word is true, 
Thou surely wilt my foes subdue. 

George, 
Amen, dear Lord, come reign within, 
In each temptation save from sin ; 
Increase our faith — increase our hope. 
Nor let us in the darkness grope. 



THE PEINCE OF PEACE. 

When Jesus Emanuel descended to Earth, 
Bright Angels celestial, caroled His birth ; 
The angelic choir left their manmont of bliss, 
And flew to proclaim Him the blest ^'Prince f^P( 
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Witb miMie BKMtckanning, which mode tlM air ring, 
Did tluel shining legtoii, tbeit peace-onthem dug ; 
In heaven, with rapture, the tidings were heard, 
And mortals delighted to hear the glad word. 

*' An glory to God ! 'mong the highest resoand. 
That to gcuHy rebels, a Savioar is found : 
Feace, peace upon Earth, and good will to mankind, 
Bedemption fbr captives, and sight for the blind.** 

From hearren to earth, the great Peace-maker came, 
To treat with mankind, in King Shap aim's name; 
And joarneyed through countries and towns to make 

known 
The offers of peace, fkom the Sang on Hfl Ihrone. 

Reproaches, and hunger, and toils He endured 1 
Then suffered, and died e'er our peace was procured I ! 
He signed the conditions, and sealed with His hkmd^ 
That all should be sure on the part of our God. 

And when from the grave He triumphant arose, 
O'er death, hell, and Satan, and all His strong foes: 
"Peace, peace to you aU /'* He continued to cry — 
^Peace to you— Fear nof—Ix is I — ^It is I." 

Before His disciples and friends He would leave. 
Lest they His departure should overmuch grieve : 
**My Peace I leave with you — My Peace I do give- 
Mr Pkace shall dwell in you as long as you live. 

Ton shall, for My sake, meet with scorn and contempt, 
Tour bodies with scourges and tortures be rent : 
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But though tribulations should greatly increase, 
Be still oi good cheer f fcr you shall have MY peace*' 

And when the time came for our Prince to depart, 
A love, strong and ardent, still burned in his heart : 
Nor e'en to the last^ did his tender care cease — 
He called them to^gether and blessed them with Ptuce, 

" And having made Peace through the blood of His Cross." 
The tempests may blow, and billows may toss ; 
He sUs-on ISs titrone, now encircled with UgMy 
DisPKNB£B and Authob of Peace in JvU right. 

As " Counsellor," there for poor sinners He stands, 
Presenting His temples, pierced feet, side, and hands : 
Nor can any mortal, the least peace obtain, 
But in and through his His aU-prevailing, great Name. 

And now, in the " Gospel of peace," He imparts ' 
Unspeakable Peace to His followers' hearts ; 
In QYery condition, though comforts decrease, 
He *s known and acknowledged as " The Pkince of 
Peace." 
PBNiTEifTLAity, April 14, 1846. 



G CLEF LETTERS 

Firet A upon the second space, 
And ledger line, on high ; 

And B we on the third hne place. 
The middle, by the by. 
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Then on space third is stationed C, 

Aqd ledger line below : 
Upon the fourth line we find D, 

And under ^pace, you know. 

On space the fourth we look for E, 

And on the first line too ; 
Then on the fifth line F we see, 

And on first space, in view. 

On space abovt is seated G, 

And line just over F ; 
Kor let it once forgotten be, 

These rules ai'e for G clef. 



DIALOGUE— No. 5. 

AFRICA. 

Jofieph. 
O ! when, dear Brother, shall we meet, 
And all the joys of Love repeat. 
Where Nature sheds her fragrance sweet. 

In AJricaf 

The Love of Chrisi ! (O ! boundless theme!) 
This, from our souls shall ever beam. 
With this our hearts shall ever teem. 

In Africa. 

Though far from home and kindred dear, 
No moie their tender words to hear, 
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The Jjom of Clunt 4ia]! still be net^. 

In AfHe^ 
• 
WluA esrtUy Inpe cftn Oik ejcoeft, 
Tbat Afric's sons shall hear us tell 
How Jenm seeks widt tliem to dwell, 

Iii Africa'' 

And when, beneath some bslmy riude, 
They gather round, in neat parade, 
None to molest, or make afraid. 

In Africa. 

Then will we tell them of thai Lore 
Which pours in richness from abore, 
On all, who from their gods remove, 

In Africa. 

Methinks I hear them shout with joy, 
And eagerly their hands employ, 
Their sensdiess idols to destroy, 

In Africa. 

Then, all their superstition gone, 
Hiey will agree to act as one. 
To build a house to God alone, 

In Africa. 

Each to his neighbor will be true, 
And serve the Lord with fervor, too— , 
For Chxist irill form their hearts anew. 

In Africa. 
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Our Wives, dieir littlt anes. vriH learn, 
FnMii infimey, thtL" rreiii coucyrL. 
That good fiom biiu iLf v niLv dis.cn-. 

Their MotherB, tc»Cu our VTj^ti xnL tiLow, 

How all d«ir it.'-Iit^ i: fxvgc. 

That all mar the:: Ui-ir virnit kjr.rr. 

We, cftenfeies- TrhL ont e-.rrartL 
AVill meet to wzt,\ :: '.r yi tLt l>vrl 
And feast npQn IH: Is'J J v'jt'- 

Thus, like oee firEsrr ▼» 1 W:. 

Living ID yeat* ii- - 21::":*;'. 

And praise tiie L::I fjr viitr. r ». i^^^. 



Mysoultaiu^ 


-w'-L" 


' -.1 I 


:-- 






rortLwc-sL: . 


- -- 


■:.. • r.. 


-:L 




.■ .'. 


Andisr.ioy.'-. 


- --■-'" 


: L."^-: 




J.;. 


A-*^i**, 


Lcs*. Icaj L?-r . 


- - 


."■■: ■ 


»-^ 






The v&r .c ;jj: 


- ' . 


■ " ^ ■, 








Tkiiil. -'.;.. 


. : --,■■• 


', i/.,:. 


-» 


r.l 


,-.'--• A 


How tes -iflc 


.«*''1 " 


-t---ir 


•''• 


J.-. . 


■^.j>A^ 


And K^iic -.z- 






" . V 







194 FOBMS ON TABIOUS SUBJECTS. 

At sound of which onr hearts recoiled, 

O, Africa ! 

Thy sons and daughters from thee torn, 
Have been to distant countries borne, 
In deepest agony to mourn, 

O, Africa I 

The Nations round did zeal display, 
To bear thy gentle sons away, 
As if thou wast their lawful prey, 

O, Africa! 

Alas ! our Nation, deep in guilt. 
Has rivers of thy heart's blood spilt. 
And with thy tears her temples built, 

O, Africa ! 

But can there be devised a way, 
By which we can thy wrongs repay, 
And itcd thy bleeding wounds ? Say, say, 

O, Africa! 

Our fiendish outrage we confess. 
Our barb'rous actions numberless ; 
Yet can we not thy children bless, 

O, Africa? 

Africa 
Ye Nations of the Earth, you ne'er 
Can hea 1 the wounds inflicted here, 
N or wash your skirts from blood-stain clear, ' 

Of Africa. 
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Yet this return you sure can give — 
C(»ne teach us how our sotds shall live, 
And we will freely all forgive, 

In Africa. 

George. 
On us their clmms are strong and just, 
Nor can be from our Nation thrust, 
But to relieve them, go we must, 

To Africa. 

They ask, and Grod requires it too. 
That we this much for them should do, 
And haste to spread Salimlion through 

M^fiica. 

O ! who will go ? O ! who will go ? 
Young men and maidens, don't say no^ 
But haste to save from endless wo, 

Poor Africa. 

Let her petitions reach your heart, 
And lead you speedily to start, 
The richest blessings to impart 

To Africa. 

Think how you have by her been blest. 
With dainties fed, and richly drest, 
The earnings of the poor opprest, 

Of Africa! 

Think how th^gr 've suffered for your sake, 
"Mid groans and tears and labors great 1 



196 POEMS ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 

And will you not the Gospd take 

To Africa? 

Dear Brotiier, should the Church sit still, 

If it may be our Father's will, 

We ni go, with Light and Truth to fill. 

Dark Africa. 

We *ve suffered here, and oh 1 how sweet 
T will be, in yonder clime to meet, 
And lead the Tribes to Jesus' feet, 

OfAfrical 

Upon some lofty mountain height, 

Or plains that stretch beyond the sight. 

We '11 joy to labor day and night, 

For Africa. 

Or sitting by some crystal stream, 

We will rehearse Mount Calvary's scene, 

And see their faces gladness beam, 

In Africa. 

The old and young shall shout aloud, 

And often there together crowd. 

In Temples built to worship God, 

In Africa. 

O ! vision bright ! Lord, let us fly, 
together there to live and die, 
That then our hones for help may cry. 

For Africa. 

Come, Saviour, ope* our Prison door, 
And by Thy breezes waft us o'er, 
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To that neglected, bleeding shore, 

To Africa. 

Or if our service Thou refuse^ 

O I do Thou other Laborers choose, 

And speed them with the joyful news, 

To Africa. 
Pk^^itentiary, April 16, 184G. 



SANC TIF I CAT I ON— PRAYER. 

O ! come, sweet Jesus, come. 

And in my bosom reign : 
Bid each usurper now be gone, 

And Thy own right maintain. 

O I bind Thy wayward child 

Fast to Thy sacred feet ; 
And purge my heart — by sin defiled, 

Yea, sanctify and keep. 

Subdue each sinful lust. 

And check each vain desire : 

Teach me in 2'hee alone to trust, 
And after Thee aspire. 

O ! bring me ^'health and cure" 

From all the plague of sin ; 
This is Tliy word of Promise sure — 

Now, Lord, the work begin. 

Bring every power and thought 
Under Thy genth3 sway ; 
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For with Thy precious blood I 'm bought, 
And Thee I will obey. 

Thy permanent abode, 

O ! come and make with me — 
And lead me in the heavenly road 

Of holy PURITY. 

From Earth's bewitching snares, 
Secure my treacherous heart ; 

And when I *m tempted unawares, 
Thy saving grace impart 

O ! lift my soul above 

The vanities of Time, 
And fill it with Thy "perfect love," 

That every grace may shine. 

Thy words of Truth reveal 
With clearness, to my mind, 

That I may upward press with zeal, 
And leave the world behind. 

Thy Promises, to use 

Discreetly, teach me. Lord — 

That I may ne'er Thy grace abuse. 
But live upon Thy word. 

My enemies subdue. 

And plead with them my right ; 
In mercy, form their hearts anew, 

And bring them to the light. 

O ! make me useful, Lord, 
While here I stay — and then 
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Receive me to Thy great reward, . 
For Jtsus^ sake — Amen. 
Penitentiary, April 17, 1846. 



PRISONER'S INQUIRY— ANSWERED. 

Amid so many cares, 

Temptations, trials, snares, 

How can a Prisoner find 

Peace to his troubled mind ? 
There is, my friend, one only way — 
0* Submit to God, and humbly pray. 

But oh ! my sins are great, 

And press with mountain weight : 

With all my crimes in view, 

What can a Captive do ? 
Repent — repent — God will forgive — 
O ! turn to Him, and you shall live. 

There are so many here, 

Who scoff, and laugh, and sneer 

At Christians, that I fear 

I could not persevere. 
For help, then, to the Saviour cry. 
And strength He '11 give you from on high. 

But after I am free. 

Will it not easier be 

My evil ways to mend. 

And make my Grod my Friend ? 
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Sir I .you may die — make r.o delay : 
O I turn, and seek the Lord to-i>av. 

But I am now tlisfjr.i'^' J. 
And ne'er can be etfa.-rd 
The LlaA and o-lious ,-.'?/i'n, 
That rests upon my nr.m.^. 
Xtiy ! turn to God, with a- 1 unir soul — 
He *ll pardon, and blot out the whole. 

But will not men despise, 
And count me, in their eyes, 
An outcast y vile and mean, 
Too loathsome to be seen ? 
Fools might — ^but honest, t-'irtuous men. 
Will ne'er a penitent contemn. 

If now from sin I turn, 
And every evil spurn — 
Do only what is just, 
And place in God my trust — 
You shall be happier than a king, 
And here in Prison^ joyful sing. 

Well, yield to God I must, 
And place in Him my trust : 
Jlysclf, my all, I give, 
To serve Him while I live. 
Amen ! Be faithful till you die, 
And you shall reign with Him on high. 
April 18, 1847. 



PRISONER'S SONG. 

Now I *m afflicted, and greatly oppressed — 
Greatly oppressed — greatly oppressed ; 
But I '11 again with sweet Freedom be blest — 

Freedom be blest— freedom be blest. 
Here I 'm surrounded with murmuring and strife- 
The place, with evils of all kinds, is rife, 
Which almost a burden and grief make my life — 
Grief make my life — grief make my life. 

These sore afflictions will all have an end — 
All have an end — all have an end. 

Pleasure my steps shall again then attend — 
Again attend — again attend. 

Sufferings and sorrows, I'll bid you adieu ; 

With joy and transport, when parted from you, 

The journey of life I will steady pursue — 
Steady pursue, steady pursue. 

With friends and kindred, again I'll unite, 

Again unite, 'gain unite, 
And in their presence find peace and delight : 

Peace and delight— peace and delight. 
The sweet will be sweeter than ever before, 
And i shall value my comforts Ae more. 
When all these distresses and trials are o'er — 

Trials are are o'er, trials are o'er. 

Then 1 11 bear patient the keen, piereing blast, 
Keen, piercing blast — keen, piercing blast. 
Though now it *s greivous, it will soon be past, 
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Will 80on be past, will soon be past 
Speed on the day — je slow hours, roll along 
That time, when I to mjself shall belong ; 
It will — O ! it mil, yes, it wux come, ere long- 
Will come ere long, will come ere long. 
Penitentiary, Afsil, 1646. 



NUPTIAL ADDRESS TO GOVERNOR 
EDWARDS. 

This Address and Petition was occasioned by the following 
circumstance. Gov. Edwards made a journey to New Englan^ 
New-York, &c., in the Spring of 1846. The Inspectors, and 
other citizens, told some or the prisoners, that he had gone to 
get a wife, and to transact some business for the Sate, and 
would return in two or three months. I said to myself, " If that 
is the case, I will be prepared, when he returns with his newly 
taken wife, to make an irresistible appeal to his sympathies." — 
He received the appeal kindly, but answered, ** I am sorry to 
tell you I am not married." 

All joy to the bride and the bridegro(xn of State, 
May peace, love, and comfort, and happiness great. 
With all the pure pleasures of husband and wife, 
Attend you in every condition in life. 

Exalted a Ruler o'er this fruitful land, 
May God, from His infinite treasures, command 
All needed assistance to rule in His fear, 
To punish the guilty, the innocent clear. 

Sir, may your " vine" flourish, with rich fruit abound, 
And " olive plants " sprightly your table surround,* 

♦Pi. 128:8. 
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To rise up and govern the land in your stead, 
When you shall lie slumbering in dust with the dead. 

And now, since the heart of a lover you know, 
You surely will listen to my notes of wo ! 
Nor from my sad tale with indifference turn, 
While love in your bosom, so warmly doth burn. 

Just ask your companion how she could endure 
To see men her husband in prison immure. 
And many long years be shut from her sight, 
Her guide, joy, and comfort — support and delight 

Ah ! ah ! Sir, full well to the world is it known, 
That now nearly five years have tardily flown, 
While I have been severed from one, dear as life — 
My Friend and Companion — my espoused Wife ! 

Through all these long years, both by day and by night, 
Her eyes raised to heaven, with watery sight — 
Have prayers, for *' the Guide of her youth,"* to the 

skies. 
With sorrow and sighing continued to rise. 

Joy, joy to you. Sir, in your new, happy state. 
Bat will not your pity within you awake, 
To open before me, my prison doors wide, 
And bid me to hasten and comfort my bride ? 

'T M not for the pleasures of sense, I request,, 
And long with sweet freedom again to be blest, 

♦ProT, 2 : 17, .T«r. 8 : 4, 
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Nor worldly en jo}*meRt5 do seek for myself, 
Iq ease, or indu!<;ence, or hoarJinf; up pelf. 

But. with an inccssiint imd anient desire, 
Our souls do, in union, sia/oivly aspire, 
To jr) where the light of the G 3sp.l ne'er shone. 
And offers of mercy, through Jesus, make kuowo. 

This, this, is for what we desire to live, 

To this blessed work all our efforts to give — 

To save precious souls wlio in d:\rknesi now "^pe, 

And bring thein ac luuintei witli Jesus, our Hope. 

Why may I not go. Sir ? O, pray tell me why. 
Or must I here suifer, and lanp^ui;:!, and die ? 
AVere I all that sulTcr.Hl, I M then hoM my peace. 
For I shall soon be where all troubles will cease. 

My mother is a^iOvl, and mourns night and day, 
Beneath this allliction is pining away ; 
Ah! see her, by trouble forbidden to sleep. 
And often sit weeping, unable to eat 

See I see her, as sighing, she walks the house round, 

Lamenting her son with a dolorous sound ! 

O ! do, sir, by one act, my mother's life save, 

Or must she go mourring down, down to the grave ? 

My father, with sorrow, almost in the tomb, 
Still lingers a little to see me come home ; 
How oft, to the West, does he cast his dim eye, 
If happly he may, me returning, espy. 

Their faces would biighten, like Jacob's of old. 
Could they only once more their lost son behold, 
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And feel that he lives to be useful below, 

While they to their rest everlasting shall go. , 

My brothers and sistei-s foci deeply the smart, 
And with bitter anfruish are pierced to the heart ; 
The children oft asking, with tears flowing down, 
" 0, mother, when will they let uncle come home ?" 

Then, kindred more distant, a numerous throng. 
And friends, to the vast crowd of mourners belong : 
From whom earnest cries daily rise to God*s throne, 
lliat George, through your clemency, may return 
home. 

And many poor heathen, who Ve heard of my name. 
Are waiting to hear me the gospel proclaim, 
Without which they sink down to death and despair — 
O ! that I, to help them, could thither repair. 

In view of the many afflicted with me. 
And lifting up prayers unto heaven for tliee ; 
In view of the years I in suffering have spent, 
O ! may not my pardon be speedily sent ? 

All these, honored Sir, and ten thousand more, 
Both now, and when these shall be called days of yore, 
Will rise up with gladness to bless you aloud, 
For cheering so many with deep sorrows bowed. 

My partners, who with me came on the same charge. 

Have long since, with transport, received their 6U 
charge. 

But what have I done. Sir ? O, tell me, I pray, 

That I should remain so much longer than they ? 



206 POEMS ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 

All were alike guilty — the crime was the same— 
And all came here bearing the same odious name ; 
All promised, when taking a faithful review, 
We would not, hereafter, in like manner do.* 

Though yet I Ve not numbered in years twenty-nine, 
E'en now with white blossoms my young head doth shine, 
The premature fruits of my long suffering here. 
My incessant toiling, heart-sorrow and fear. 

But as to great learning I do not pretend — 
1 11 now bring my feeble attempt to an end, 
Though reasons and words I might still multiply-r- 
You will not require it, I *ll therefore not try. 

Joy> joy^ to you, once more permit me to shout : 
Joy, joy, through all changes that may come about ; 
And O ! with your servant do not angry be, 
If once more I beg you, "Have mercy on me.** 

ADDRESS TO MISS DIX. 

On the 14th of May, 1846, the celebrated Miss Dix visited our 
Prison, conversed with the oflBcers, inspected the Prison, and 
conversed with prisoners about tlieir treatment and circumstan- 
ces. Expecting to see her the next day, I wrote for her the fol- 
lowing, but did not have an opportunity (o give it to her. 

Bright Angel of Mercy, in pure virtue drest, 
By whose deeds of pity the prisoner is blest. 
Before whose appearance fly gloom and despair. 
While blessings, more numerous, the suffering share: 

All joy and success in your labor of love, 
(O ! Spirit Divine, give her help from above,) 

♦That ii, w« would not go ijrto a Slave State, to help away 
slayes. 
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Compassion for captives in all hearts to wake, 
Their heart-breaking sorrows to alleviate. 

Haste, haste through the land, like good Howard of 

yore, 
Each prison, each cell, and each dungeon explore ; 
Seek out all the victims of crime and distress. 
And thousands your name and your mem'ry will bless. 

Probe deep all their sorrows — find out every grief- 
Bind up broken hearts, and impart such relief, 
As all the rich words of the Gospel afford 
To penitent sinners who trust in the Lord. 

Shrink not from the scenes so revolting to sight, 
Which investigation will bring to the light ; 
Stoop down and give ear to their sad tales of wo. 
That thus what is needed you clearly may know. 

Call loudly on Churches, the Nation arouse, 
Your work of humanity warmly t' espouse : 
Nor cease from your efforts, the dying to save, 
Till nature shall fail, and you sink in the grave- 
How glorious your object ! how noble the work ! 
Your powers of body and mind, all exert ; 
Souls, souls shall be saved from sin, death, and hell, 
The praises of Jesus forever to swell. 

The hearts of poor prisoners Tiere you have cheered, 
To thousands, the name of " Miss Dix " is endeared ; 
Great, great your reward, when the just shall arise, 
To meet our King Jesus, descending the skies. 



TO MRS. EUNICE CLARY— ON Tl 
DEATH OF ISAAC. 

Thou " IMother in Israel," weep not for your dead, 
Thoagh deep in the dust of the earth is their bed : 
Think not that they 're lost, you shall meet them agai 
Where sorrow ne'er enters, nor sickness, nor pain. 

They Va only gone home — should you murmur at this 
Or would you recall them from those seats of bliss, 
Where unalloyed pleasures forever do roll, 
And smiles of the Saviour, enrapture each soul ? 

Recall them ! no, no ! you have no such desire, 
But with ardent longings your soul doth aspire, 
To mount up and join them before the White Throne, 
And dwell there in union with Jesus, at homo. 

Sing on, then, dear brother: — ^your mother says, sing — 
Sing loud alleluiahs to Heaven's great King ! 
We'll all come and join you, when pass a few days, 
Our God and Redeemer forever to praise. 

To be very useful, his prospects were bright — 
But, mother, who took him away from your sight? 
" The Lord of the Vineyard I " and who knows as He, 
In whai part His servants can most useful be ? 

He 's vme, kind, and good, high exalted above, 
And metes out afflictions in infinite love. 
Low, low at His feet, all-submissive, resigned, 
May we, in His pleasure, oui: happiness find. 



THE DYING SAINT- (Miss M.F.) 

Conic ) e who love the Saviour clear, 
Shed not for me that bitter tear: 
I 'm going to His lovely arms — 
Pray, what is this your soul alarms ? 

O ! do not weep, it grieves my heart 
To see you loth with me to part : 
It is our Elder Bkotiiek's voice, • 
Come, let your hearts with mine rejoice. 

Would you my spirit still retain, 

In this dark world of sin and pain ; 

When Jesus now doth me invite. 

To come and walk with Him in white ? . 

Come, come, dry up those weeping eyes — 
The Heaver ly Convoy, from the skies, 
Are now descending to convey 
Me to the realms of endless day. 

Sing me, once more, that precious song,* 
For here I cannot linger long ; 
Let every heart and voice unite. 
To poise my spirit for its flight. 

We soon sJiall meet in realms above. 
And join to sing *'RedeGming love," 
With harps and voices tuned higher, 
Than thoughts of mortals can aspire. 



* The hymn, "-J///s .vc'/.'* 
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Now, when my face you see no more, 
M^ absence, short, do not deplore : 
You '11 follow soon — rejoice and sing, 
"The King of Terrors has no sting." 

O ! glory, glory, there they come ! 
Farewell, dear friends, I 'm going Home : 
My heart-strings break — ^my raptures swell- 
Farewell, beloved — a short farewell. 
May 26, 1846. 



DEATH OF A PAIR OF TWINS. 

Two spirits from the gracious hand 
Of Him who governs sea and land, 

From heaven to earth were sent ; 
They were His own, by sovereign right, 
But for sweet comfort and delight, 

Were to fond Parents lent. 

They came and looked on Earth awhile — 
The Mother took them, with a smile. 

And clasped them to her breast : 
"Now, now, for many days,*' (thought she,) 
"I shall, with them, most happy be. 

And all will call me blest." 

But ah ! how soon her heart was stung, 
And with the keenest anguish* wrung. 
While she was left to mourn ; 
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The objects of her fond delight 
Were quickly taken from her sight, 
And from her bosom torn ! 

They listened to our notes of wo — 
Saw griefs and sufferings here below, 

Distress and misery : 
Heard Captives groan from every shore — 
The Nations* rage — the cannons' roar, 

And shouts of victory ! 

Disgusted with the scenes of Earth, 
Our joys, and momentary mirth, 

They turned away, and sighed ; 
They heard the Angels sweetly sing, 
And longed, with them, to praise their King — 

Looked upward — gasped — and died ! 

"The Lord did give, and take the same, 
And blessed be His holy name" — 
Ye parents, sound it loud : 
* Low, at His feet, submissive sit — 
Yourselves, your all, to Him commit, 
And know that He is GOD. 
Penitentiary, May 26, 1846. 



DEATH OF CHARLES T. TORREY. 

Why did they thrust within those massive walls. 
And long, that man of God, incarcerate ? 
Beyond the reach of gentle Mercy's calls. 
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"WHiicli plead in vain liis sentence to abate — 
Where griefs and soiTerings in all fomis abound. 
And mortal sorrow, of all kinds, is found. 

AVliut wns bis criine ? If any man can tell, 
That he should from his family be torn. 
And bound within a gloomy Prison cell, 
Oppressed, forsaken, destitute, forlorn. 
The answer is at hand — attend and hear, 
Xor blush to drop the sympathising tear. 

He was a man of philanthropic soul — 
Love, ardent Zove, to all mankind, he felt — 
Wherever found, from North to Southern Pole, 
His heart, with pity, for their woes did melt ; 
And anxious longings filled his generous mind, 
Some active mode for their relief to find. 

He wept and sighed — He pitied, prayed, and wept 

0*er suffering millions, in our guilty land, 

AVho, in the dark, by Legislation (I) kept, 

Are crushed and ground beneath the Oppressor 

hand — 
While deeds of outrage are continually done, 
Which well might put to blush the glowing Sun ! 

He cried to God, and loudly called on man — 
Ilehearsed the sorrows of the poor opprest — 
From house to house, and publicly, the plan 
^lade known, by which the suff'rcrs might be blest. 
'Twas chiefly this — *'By moral means, induce 
Each State, by Law^ the fkttkrs to unloose." 
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This — THIS I Americans, was his great crimt ! 

(At times, he whispered in a brother's ear, 

And pointed Northward to Britannia's line, 

Where Freedom's boon his aching heart might cheer.) 

For THIS, they seized^ mock4ried^ condemned, and cast 

Him in the Felon^s dungeon, to the last ! 1 1 

There, there for eighteen mournful months he groaned ; 
He Tvept and sighed — excessive toiled and bled. 
While friends and kindred, his sad state bemoaned. 
And gladly would have suffered in his stead. 
But no — they could not give him e'en hisfoodj 
Nor other things, in need of which he stood. 

Debarred from God's own house, he loved so dear — 

Shut out from Christian fellowship, so sweet — 

No voice of pity sounded in his ear, 

Nor looks of sympathy liis eyes did meet ; 

But walls, and grates, and cells, and iron doors, 

And whips, and chains, and fellow suff 'rers^ roars ! 

Contempt, reproach, and scandal, scorn and shame, 
(»*Thief ! Traitor ! Villain ! Worse than murderer,") 
Wei*e vilely heaped upon his worthy name, 
Because he would not with their sin concur ; 
But ways of Justice, Truth and Mercy choose, 
Though he should, for it, his own freedom kwe. 

But soon his crushed and wearied nature failed— 
The strong foundations of his frame gave way ; 
Disease his fragile tenement assailed. 
And claimed his body as its lawful prey. 
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**Sick and in prison" — far firom fnends and home. 
He suffered, pined and languished there alone. 

His friends around ceased not to intercede 

With him who governed o*er a hloodstcmud State — 

Mis Consort plead — ^his children, too, did plead, 

That they might only be allowed to take 

Their dying father to hb own abode, 

To breathe, 'mid friends, his last, and go to God. 

But no 1 e'en this petition was denied ! 
So small — so just — so safe — and yet so kind!! 
In Prison^ and 'mid enemieslie died — 
The sufferer's friend — an honor to mankind. 
May Ciod his widow and his fatherless. 
Defend, and with all needed comforts bless. 

Our Brother died-'hut *t was the Victor's death, 

Who, in his fall, his greatest conquest won ; 

And more accomplished with his dying breath, 

Than ho, in all his life before, had done — 

The shock was felt throughout th' Oppressor's camp, 

It cooled their zeal, and did their courage damp. 

Though here despised by men, and deemed unfit 
The precious boon of Freedom to enjoy ; 
Far, far beyond their rage, he now doth sit. 
Where proud Oppressors never more annoy : 
Enjoying there his "J^ome" of which he wrote, 
And for his own, and others' comfort spoke. 

Rage on, ye haughty Tyrants of our land ! 
Crush down the poor and needy in the dust — 



^ 



POEMS ON VABIOUS SUBJECTS. 215 

But know the day of vengeance is at hand, 
When you shall feel the Almighty^s withering thrust, 
In untold depths of wo, to sink you down, 
While bright shall shine the objects of your frown I 
Missouri Penitentiary, June 5th, 1846. 



NOTE. 

On June 24th, I was released, by the Guvemor, after safferiug 
and toiling for the Slave, 4 years, 11 months, and 12 days. 

**The Lord hath done great things for me, whereof I am 
glad." 

"0, magnify the Lord with me, and let us exalt His name to- 
gether." 

Reader, may the Lord sanctify thy soul— make tliee useful 
here, and save thee, in His kingdom, through Jesus Christ. — 
Amen. 



THE END. 
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